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AN  OLD  FAMILY  LEGEND. 


CHAP.  I. 

xjlT  the  door  of  her  chamber,   Matilda 
received  the  benediction  of  lady  Gilibert, 
and  bade  her  adieu    for  the  ni^rht:  but 
Matilda  fancied   that   her  aunt  retrarded 
her  with  a  piercing  and  unusual  look  of 
inquiry,  as  she  spoke  tr.e  parting  bless- 
ing ;    and    she   was  assured   that  an    air 
of  mournful  solicitude  was  spread  over 
her    countenance.       Trifles   agitate    the 
breast   of  consciousness  and  anxiety; — 
from   this  supposed  peculiar  manner  of 
VOL.  II.  B  her 
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her  aunt,  Matilda  now  drew  cause  for  a 
hundred  appalling  fears,  of  whose  scope 
and  tendency,  even  while  she  sank  their 
prey,  she  was  entirely  unaware.  But 
though  these  fears  were  vague,  so  potent 
was  their  influence,  that  Matilda  called 
back  the  lady  Gilibert,  and  said,  in  a 
trembling  voice,  "  Dear  aunt !  your  brow 
appears  (or  my  eyes,  ^dimmed  by  the 
garish  lights  of  the  gallery,  deceive  me) 
oppressed  with  trouble.  Do  not  dispatch 
me  to  my  couch  with  a  boding  heart. — • 
Say  !  have  the  events  of  this  tumultuous 
day  imparted  pain  to  your  reflections?'* 

The  lady  Gilibert  was  silent  for  some 
moments.  She  looked  around,  with 
smothered  suspicion,  on  the  maidens  who 
attended  on  her  niece  and  herself;  then^ 
pressing  Matilda's  hand,  she  said,  with  a 
deep  sigh,  ''  It  is  too  late  for  much  com- 
munion. 
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Jilunion,  dear  Matilda. — Soft  be  the  pil- 
low on  which  you  lay  your  head! — But, 
should  any  restless  fantasy  disturb  your 
slumbers,  remember  that  every  sigh 
which  passes  your  lip  is  noted  by  the 
keen  and  listening  ear  of  the  guardian 
spirit  who  tends  on  your  cou;^ch — and, 
ah  !  forget  not,  that  the  Virgin,  in  pity, 
may  have  named,  as  yoitr  protecting  an- 
gel, the  sainted  shade  of  a  mother  !" 

Again  she  implored  a  blessing  on  the 
forehead  of  her  niece,  and,  in  slow  steps, 
with  an  air  expressive  of  deep  and  trou- 
bled thought,  she  moved  towards  her 
awn  apartment. 

The  solemnity  of  this  adjuralion  did 
not  fail  to  make  much  impression  on  the 
sensitive  bosom  of  Matilda.  She  enter- 
ed her  chamber,  and  i^cW  on  her  knees 
before  that  picture  of  her  chosen  saint, 
B  2  which 
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which  was  placed  over  the  crucifix  to 
which  she  was  wont  to  tender  her  morning 
and  evening  prayers — prayers  so  sancti- 
fied by  the  ingenuous  innocence  of  the 
supplicant,  that  no  ceremonies  of  dark- 
ness and  superstition  could  injure  their 
loveliness^  or  degrade  their  value.  Alas! 
a  flood  of  tears  was  now  the  ofTerins: — 
drops  of  weakness,  which  fell  as  an  ac- 
knowledgment of  conscious  frailty,  be- 
fore the  throne  of  perfection,  and  which 
an  angel  might  have  wiped  away,  with: 
no  feeling  but  pity,  and  no  blush  ex- 
cept such  as  must  rise  on  the  cheek  of 
immutable  virtue,  while  it  beholds  the 
spirit  of  a  sister-angel  subject  to  the  pe- 
nalties of  human  nature. 

Her  two  maids  soothed  her  with  anx- 
ious fondness;  and,  roused  by  their 
intreaties,  she    regained   self-possession. 

Finding 
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Flndlnor  it  vain  to  endeavour  at  de- 
cyphering  the  mystery  of  her  sorrow, 
they  tried  to  persuade  their  lady  that  the 
unusual  exertions  of  the  day  had  caused 
her  emotion.  Matilda  affected  to  agree 
with  their  conjectures,  and  professed  an 
intention  of  immediately  retiring  to  re- 
pose. It  was  not  unusual  for  her^  to 
dispense  with  their  attendance  in  her  pre- 
parations for  the  night.  She  now  dis- 
missed them  to  the  chamber  in  which 
they  were  accustomed  to  sleep ;  and, 
though  a  door  opened  between  the  two 
apartments,  they  never  presumed  to  en- 
ter the  room  appropriated  to  their  lady, 
unless  she  summoned  their  attendance. 

Left  alone  to  the  stillness  of  ni^ht  and 

the  freedom  of  meditation,  Matilda  looked 

around  for  help  and  consolation,   which 

were  nowhere  to  be  found.     Deep    was 

b3  the 
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the   agony   with  which  she  reflected  on 
the  last  emphatic  words  of  the  lady  Gili- 
Lert ;  and,  wrapped  in  the  superstitious 
terrors  of  the  hour^,  she  beh'eved  her  mo- 
ther's spirit  to  be  present,  and  to  be  pri- 
vy to  every  latent  thought  and  intention 
of  her  breast.      Again    she  knelt,   and, 
amid  tears  of  self-accusation,  lamented 
the  fatal  passion  to  which  she  had  given 
way.     She  spoke  as  though  her  mother, 
in   sensible  form  and  tenderness,    stood 
before   her,    with    mingled    rebuke    and 
pity  expressed  in  her  countenance.     She 
revealed   the  story  of  her   imprudence^ 
and  supplicated    m.ercy  and  protection. 
She  even  fancied  that  she  heard  sighs  re- 
sponded to  the  earnest  tones  of  her  sor- 
row,  and  looked    wildly  round  for  the 
aerial  appearance  of  her  dead  and  faded 
parent. 

And 
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And  when  the  vague,  imaginary  fears 
of  superstition  subsided^  no  consoling 
reflections  came  to  her  aid.  She  per- 
ceived (such  is  the  destiny  of  human 
nature  !)  nov/  that  sfie  was  irretrievably 
engaged,  the  very  dangerous  error 
against  strict  rectitude  into  which  she 
had  been  betrayed.  She  regretted,  with 
bitter  tears,  and  heart-wrung  throbs  of 
repentance,  the  zealous  tenderness  with 
which  she  had  returned  the  vows  of 
Cuthbert  ;  and  most  anxiously  did  she 
wish  to  refrain  from  the  interview  which 
she  had  promised  to  grant  him.  But  the 
tenets  of  faith  which  Matilda  had  been 
instructed  to  consider  as  orthodox  and 
sacred,  led  her  to  regard  with  such  im- 
plicit reverence  an  oath  spoken  at  the 
altar  of  the  prevalent  form  of  worship, 
that  she  considered  herself  immutably 
B  4  contracted 
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contracted  to  the  fortunes  of  Cuthbeif, 
and  she,  therefore,  felt  no  reserve,  on 
the  score  of  delicacy,  at  meeting,  in  pri- 
vacy and  night,  the  man  who  was  not 
legally  authorized  to  claim  any  more 
than  the  privileges  of  a  lover.  Srill  was 
Matilda  conscious  ( for  no  sophistry,  whe- 
ther it  spring  from  superstitious  custom, 
or  a  mere  unhallowed  mode  of  human 
artifice^  can  entirely  blind  and  destroy 
the  pure  suggestions  of  native  inno- 
cence)— still  was  she  sensible  that  if, 
indeed,  the  spirit  of  her  mother  watched 
her  trembling  steps,  and  noted  the  throbs 
of  her  breast,  so  fearful  a  guardian  must 
look  with  frowning  displeasure  on  an 
alliance  formed  in  contempt  of  a  father's 
authority,  or,  at  least,  without  the  gra- 
cious dispensation  of  his  approvance. — 
So  acute  was  the  agony  caused  by  this 

reflection. 
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reflection,  that  nothing  but  the  solemni- 
ty of  the  terms  in  which  her  betrothed 
husband  had  demanded  an  interview, 
could  have  caused  her  to  quit  the  pro- 
tection of  her  chamber.  But  the  life  of 
Cuthbeit  depended  on  her  fortitude  ! — 
''  It  is  done  1"  cried  she,  moving  towards 
the  door.  ''  Ah  !  spirit  of  ray  mother  ! 
if,  indeed,  thou  now  standest  beside  me, 
pity  and  pardon  your  forlorn  child  ! — I 
go  to  darkness  and  danger.  Spirit  of  my 
mother!  tread  with  me  my  perilous  path  J 
miserable  and  outcast  as  I  am,  still  prop 

V 

me  v/ith  vour  arm,  and  shed  r*  blessinj^ 
on  my  footsteps/' 

She  opened  the  door  and  listened. — 
The  moonbeams  faintly  shone  throu crh 
the  arched  windows  of  the  gallerr,  and  a 
mournful  breeze,  which  sighed  along  the 
outer  walls  of  the  cajile,  alone  interrnpt- 
B  5  ed 
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I  the  glooHiy  repose  of  midnight.— 
While  yet  she  paused  at  her  chamber 
door,  a  cloud,  drifted  over  the  sky  by  the 
slight  impulse  of  the  wavering  wind, 
buried  the  gallery  in  disconsolate  and 
iinfriewdly  darkness.  Matilda  shuddered, 
and  drew  back.  But  soon  the  mooni 
shook  off  the  vapourish  veil  which  re- 
strained her  lustre ;  again  a  thousand 
rays  crept  through  the  fretted  segments 
of  the  windows  ;  and  Matilda,  with  trem- 
bling knees  and  a  beatin>g  heart,  gently 
8hut  her  door  and  stepped  into  the  gal- 
lery. 

Her  fears  increased  with  every  step, 
and  even  the  echo  of  her  footfall  sound- 
ed an  alarm  to  her  ear.  All  was  hushed, 
save  that,  at  intervals,  the  wind  brushed 
along  the  gallery-windows  in  a  low,  hol- 
low cadence.  But  even  the  tremulous, 
5  indistinct 
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indistinct  whispers  of  the  passing  breeze 
conveyed  unspeakable  dread  to  her  agi- 
tated mind.  She  shaped  the  wild  mur- 
murs of  night  into  predictions  of  woe 
and  peril ;  and  heard  the  reproach  of  a 
father,  or  the  sigh  of  a  mother's  spirit, 
in  every  breath  of  the  fluctuating, 
breeze. 

She  had  distinctly  numbered  three^ 
windows,  opposite  to  the  last  of  which^ 
lay  the  passage  that  led  to  the  painted 
oratory,  when  3dme  bird  of  night,  se- 
duced possibly  by  the  glitter  of  the- 
moonbeams  on  the  windows  of  the  gal- 
lery, struck  on  the  glass,  and  uttered,  at 
the  same  instant,  a  mournful  cry  of  min- 
gled paiii  and  terror.  Matilda's  mind 
was  not  composed  of  such  light  stuff  aS' 
is  apt  to  respond,  with  feeble  delicacy, 
to.  every  alarm  which  assumes  a  terrific 
fi  ^  hue- 
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hue  on  account  of  its  indistinctness.  If 
she  had  sought  the  gloomy  labyrinths  of 
the  gallery,  in  obedience  to  a  parent's 
wishes,  it  was  not  the  touch  of  a  night- 
wandering  bird  of  prey  on  the  gallery- 
window  that  would  have  styuck  her  with 
dismay.  But  her  conscience  was  now 
armed  against  her  courage;  the  principle 
of  fear  was  active  in  her  breast;  and 
this  sound,  light  and  trivial  as  it  would 
have  been  deemed  in  other  moments, 
overwhelmed  her  with  surprise,  and 
struck  an  icy  terror  through  her  heart, 
which  she  in  vain  struggled  to  subdue. 

A  mist  overspread  her  eyes,  the 
blood  seemed  to  freeze  in  her  veinS;, 
and  she  ran  forward,  as  if  anxious  to 
avoid  present  danger,  without  a  conscious- 
ness of  the  source  from  whence  relief 
and  protection  were  to  be  demanded. 

Under 


AN  OLD   FAMILY   LEGEND.  13 

Under  the  impulse  of  apprehensions 
so  agonizing,  she  passe4  the  end  of  the 
"  painted  gallery/'  and  ran^  in  tottering 
and  uncertain  steps,  along  a  narrow 
avenue  which  led  to  the  apartments  oc- 
cupied by  earl  Rowland.  When  the  first 
vague  and  frightful  suggestions  of  alarm 
subsided,  she  readily  perceived  that  she 
had  departed  from  the  track  leading  to 
that  spot  on  which  Cuthbert  had  ap- 
pointed the  meeting  ;  and  she  paused  to 
collect  the  fortitude  requisite  for  the 
perilous  exigency  to  which  she  was  sub- 
ject. She  pressed  her  hand  to  her  heart, 
which  beat  with  painful  violence  against 
her  side,  and  looked  fearfully  around  to 
ascertain  the  situation  of  the  passage 
into  which  she  had  strayed. 

A  high  and  painted  window,  at  the 
end  of  the  gallery,  immediately  con- 
vinced 
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vinced  her  that  she  was  in  the  neighbour- 
hood of  her  father's  apartments ;  for 
this  window  was  of  a  peculiar  character; 
the  Waltham  arms  were  emblazoned  on 
the  upper  panes  of  glass ;  and  it  was 
notorious,  throughout  the  castle,  that 
earl  Aidred,  the  third  possessor  of  the 
title  and  estates,  had  i:r.brued  his  dagger 
in  his  own  blood  beneath  this  memorialv 
of  his  family  dignity,  in  consequence  of 
an  imputation  cast  on  him  by  his  sove- 
reign, during  the  prevalence  of  the: 
civil  wars. 

She  shuddered  with  terror  when  she 
beheld  her  situation.  The  superstitious 
insinuations  which  had  crept  on  her 
mind  in  childhood,  caused  only  a  mo- 
mentary thrill  to  run  through  her  bosom; 
but  the  danger  of  a  footstep,  even  so 
light  as  hers,   (the  step,    alas!    of  love- 

and: 
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and  consciousness  !)  arresting  the  notice 
of  the  earl,  created  a  more  solid  and 
permanent  ground  for  apprehension. — 
No  sylph  could  tread  more  gently  than 
she,  as  she  endeavoured  to  retrace  the 
windings  of  the  passage.  But  soon  she 
-  stopped^  for  a  light  appeared  through 
the  crevices  of  a  doorway,  and  voices 
sounded,  in  low  but  earnest  conversa- 
tion. It  was  fear  that  first  caused  Matilda 
to  pause;  but  shortly,  curiosity,  or  some 
deeper  motive,  though  one  unconnected 
with  personal  apprehension,  forbade  her 
to  pursue  her  path.  She  readily  disco- 
vered that  one  of  the  persons  engaged  in 
conversation  washer  father;  respecting 
the  other  she  was  ignorant  ;  but  some 
sentences  which  passed  his  lips  convulsed 
her  with  surprise  and  alarm. 

With  involuntary  eagerness,  she  drew 

towards 
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towards  the  door,  and  a  crevice*'  enabled 
her  to  perceive  those  who  were  convers- 
ing within  the  apartment.  Matilda  had 
not  time  for  reflection^  and  filial  solici- 
tude induced  her  to  examine^  with  frantic 
eagerness,  the  aspect  of  the  man  who  had 
ventured  to  use  the  most  fearful  threats 
against  the  well-being  of  her  parent. 

It  was  sir  Everard  that  was  engaged  in. 
conversation  with  the  earl.  Matilda 
noted  the  dark  contraction  of  his  brcw^ 
the  livid  h.ue  of  his  cheeks  ;  and  she  shud- 
dered as  Siie  gazed  on  him. 

"  I  admire  your  precautions,  earl 
Rowland  !"  said  the  knight,  with  a  ma- 

*  The  reader,  if  acquainted  with  the  internal  con- 
struction of  those  seats  of  o'ur  ancestors  whicli  were 
built  previously  to  the  reign  of  Henry  VIII.  nill  not  be 
surprised  at  such  an  aperture  occurring,  even  in  the 
door  of  earl  llovviand's  own  apiutnieut, 

lignant 
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lignant  and  disdainful  smile;  *'  full  well 
I  know  the  depth  of  your  policy;  but 
are  you  not  as  well  acquainted  with  the 
extent  of  my  power?  Surely^  my  lord 
of  Waltham,  so  wily  in  the  cabinets  of 
princes,  does  not,  now,  need  the  argu- 
ments of  a  simple  knight  to  stand  con- 
vinced of  his  own  interest  !  Speak  !  am 
I  to  have  my  purpose  ?" 

"  No,  by  the  heavenly  host  of  an- 
gels !"  returned  earl  Rowland. 

*'  But  I  say  aye  !"  exclaimed  sir  Eve- 
rard  ;  ''  and  be  they  angels,  or  be  they 
devils,  which  befriend  my  suit,  it.  must 
be  granted.  Behold,  lord  Waltham  !" 
(and  he  drew  from  his  bosom  the  same 
packet  which  he  had  disclosed  in  the  gal- 
lery of  banquet)  ^'  here  are  my  creden- 
tials !  I  dch'  vour  malice  as  well  as  vour 
cunning;   for,   knov>',   that  a  sealed  scroll 

is 
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is  also  placed  in  the  hands  of  a  chosen 
adherent.  My  fall  would  achieve  yon 
no  good.  I  should  triumph,  even  in  my 
ashes  !" 

*'  Villain  !  it  is  false  !"  cried  the  earl, 
darting  forwards  and  seizing  the  packet, 
which  he  threw  behind  himjan<i  unsheath- 
ed his  sword. 

Sir  Everard  drew  on  the  instant,  and 
Matilda  was  doomed  to  behold  a  fierce 
encounter  take  place  between  sir  Everard 
Anhault  and  her  father  t  She  uttered 
involuntary  screams — such  agonizing 
shrieks  as  burst  from  the  bosom  of  phren- 
zy,  or  such  as  assail  the  warrior's  ear 
while  the  wife,  from  the  embattled  walls 
of  a  city,  toeholds  the  sword  of  enterprize 
and  ambition  pointed  against  the  patriot 
heart  of  the  father  of  her  children.  But 
soon  all  power  of  utterance  was  lost^  for 

the 
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the  earl  stumbled  and  fell  !  sir  Everard 
gained  his  sword,  and,  nearly  in  the  same 
instant,  recovered  the  packet  which  earl 
Rowland  had  thrown  from  him. 

Excessive  horror  is  speechless.  Worlds 
could  not  have  drawn  a  word  from  the 
lip  of  Matilda,  while  the  point  of  sir 
Everard's  sword  glittered  over  her  father's 
neck.  With  straining  eyeballs  she  gazed^, 
a  model  for  the  statue  of  filial  terror,  on 
the  arm  and  weapon  of  the  conqueror. 
Twice  the  villain  raised  his  sword  ;  and 
twice  moved  forwards,  with  unconscious 
eagerness,  the  hand  of  Matilda.  But  she 
was  mute  as  the  grave,  and  almost  as  cold 
as  its  inmate. 

Sir  Everard  paused  ;  and,  while  he  re- 
strained the  earl  with  one  hand,  and  held 
the  sword  to  his  breast  with  the  other,  he 
gaz'd  on  him  in  motionless  silence.     In 

these 
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these  moments  he  had  determined  on  the 
most  eligible  course  to  pursue.  He  slow- 
ly withdrew  his  sword^  and  quitting 
entirely  the  person  of  the  earl,  he  re- 
placed his  weapon  jn  the  scabbard,  and 
said,  ''  Earl  Rowland  !  fate  meant  us  for 
friends.  You  have  assailed  my  life  ;  and, 
by  that  act,  your  own  is  forfeited.  But 
I  refuse  to  dip  my  hand  in  your  blood. 
Say  !  are  we  now  friends  indeed  ?" 

The  earl  rose,  with  pride  and  indigna- 
tion in  his  manner.  He  exposed  his 
bosom.  '•'  Here  plant  your  weapon/* 
exclaimed  he,  "  if  you  wish  the  assassin's 
hire  ! — I  scorn  your  pity,  —  I  feel  that  I 
have  ah'eady  breathed  too  lon;^  :  and  mv 
blood  is  now  the  best  ofTering  that  I  can 
make  to  the  banners  of  my  house." 

"  Nay,  my  gentle  lord  I"  said  sir  Eve- 

rard,  'Mong  live  an  honour  to  the  turrets 

of 
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of  your  mansion  !  In  Everard  of  Anhaiilt 
view  your  ally  for  ever  I" 

Earl  Rowland  accepted  the  proffered 
hand,  and  answered,  with  a  deep  sigh, 
'^  Be  it  so  !  Everard  of  An  haul  t  is  deem- 
ed the  friend  of  the  earl  of  Waltham." 

With  these  words  returned  the  consci- 
ousness of  Matilda  ;  and  the  necessity  of 
flight,  now  that  danger  no  longer  hung 
over  the  life  of  her  father,  was  the  first  im- 
pulse which  returning  consciousness  im- 
parted to  her  breast.  She  darted  forwards, 
and  plunged  on  the  intricate  darkness  of 
the  galleries,  almost  without  a  sjnuiciency 
of  sensibility  to  perceive  the  real  dangers 
which  she  was  encountering  by  so  hasty 
and  devious  a  mode  of  flight.  Her  lead- 
ing wish  was  that  of  immediately  return- 
ing to  her  chamber  ;  for  the  scene  which 
she  had  just  been  doomed  to  contemplate 

banished. 
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banished,  for  a  time^  all  recollection  of 
Cuthbcrt,  and  of  the  anxiety  with  which 
he  was,  doubtlessly,  awaiting  her  arrival. 
In  every  whisper  of  wind  she  now  heard 
a  threat  against  the  peace  of  her  father  ; 
and  in  every  imperfect  ray  dispensed  by 
the  faint  and  waning  moon,  she  saw  the 
grim  countenance  of  sir  Everard  opposed 
as  a  barrier  to  her  own  retreat. 

Such  were  her  feelings,  and  so  wild 
and  desultory  her  apprehensions,  when 
she  heard  a  footstep  near^  and  in  the 
next  instant  beheld  distinctly  the  moving 
shadow  of  a  human  figure.  She  shrieked, 
and  would  have  fallen  to  the  ground, 
had  not  (he  arms  of  the  interloper  re- 
ceived her,  and  supported  her  drooping 
form. 

It  was  Cuthbert,  who  had  waited  with 
unspeakable  anxiety,  till  the  hour  elapsed 

at 


AN  OLD  FAMILY  LCGEND.  23 

at  which  Matilda  promised  to  meet  him 
in  the  oratory,  and  who  then  had  quitted, 
for  a  few  paces,  his  retreat,  to  meet  and 
conduct  her  on  the  wav,  should  she  have 
missed  the  appointed  spot,  misled  by  the 
dubious  light  or  oppressed  by  appre- 
hension. 

He  supported  her  to  the  oratory,  and 
placing  her  on  the  seat,  chafed  her  tem- 
ples, and  called  on  her  name,  with  low 
but  eager  emphasis.  It  was  long  before 
she  revived  ;  and,  when  she  returned  •to 
life,  clouds  of  vapour  swam  before  her 
eyes,  and  obscured  her  sense.  By  very 
slow  degrees  she  recovered  a  sufficient 
clearness  of  reflection  to  perceive  and 
recognise  the  objects  which  surrounded 
her ;  and  then  she  fell  on  Cuthbert's 
bosom,  and  a  flood  of  tears  relieved  her 


bursting  heart. 

o 


He 
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He   soothed   and    supported   her,    till 
she  regained   fortitude   to    listen   to  his 
endearments,  and  to  attend  to  his  request 
that  she  would  forgive  the  madness  of 
passion  which  had  tempted  him  to  ex- 
pose her  to   a  scene  so  pregnant  with 
danger  and  alarm.     He  would  have  ex- 
plained to  her,   immediately,  the  causes 
which  urged  him  to  so  rash  and  adven- 
turous a  measure,  but  even  the  fears  and 
emotions  of  love  were,  in  these  moments, 
smothered  in  Matilda's  breast,  by  the  hor- 
rors to  which  her  father  was   exposed  ; 
and  she  revealed  to  Cuthbert  all  that  she 
had  involuntarily  overheard. 

His  concern  on  listening  to  this  recital 
was  more  active  than  his  surprise,  for  he 
too  well  knew  that  the  fortunes  of  earl 
Rowland  were  entangled  with  some  black 
and  hidden  causes  of  trouble,  in  the  mys- 
teries 
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teries  of  which  he  merely  considered  sir 
Everard  as  a  new^  though,  perhaps^  a 
dangerous,  actor,  lie,  however,  forbore 
to  wound  the  agitated  mind  of  Matilda 
with  any  hint  respecting  the  knowledge 
which  himself  possessed;  and  promised 
that  he  would  bear  a  wary  eye  on  everr 
action  and  look  of  the  kni^hr,  tendinsfto 
the  danger  of  earl  Rowland's  interest  ; 
and  full  fondly  did  he  repeat  the  vows, 
already  so  often  and  so  fervently  made, 
that  he  would  watch  over  her  destiny  with 
more  zeal  than  the  enthusiast  guards  a 
saintly  relic,  and  esteem  the  last  crimson 
drop  that  warmed  his  veins  all  too  value-r 
Jess  for  the  preservation  of  her  i'elicily. 

It  was  then  that,  by  slow  degrees,  he 
disclosed  to  her  the  perils  which  hunc>- 
over  their  future  intercourse  ;  and  ex- 
plained the  fearful  necessity  of  refraining 

VOL.  II.  c  /lom 
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from  all  correspondence  in  the  acciistoni-' 
ed  mode. 

The  mind  of  Matilda  was  so  entirely 
prepared  for  danger  and  trouble  by  the 
novel  scene  of  terrors  which  she  had  just 
witnessed,  that  the  communication  of 
Culhbert^  though  threatening  and  dis- 
astrous to  the  extreme,  occasioned  but 
a  small  portion  of  that  dismay  which 
it  was  calculated  to  create.  "  A  general 
ruin/*  cried  she,  with  sickly  faintness, 
"  hangs  over  our  heads  !  my  father,  my- 
self, and,  ah  !  one  dearer  than  myself — 
the  betrothed  husband  of  my  bear^  ! — are 
marked  as  sacrifices.  Fall  then,  oh  horri- 
ble cloud  I  Thus  am  I  prepared  to  meet 
thee  !" 

Cuthbert  consoled  and  supported  her, 
while  her  tears  wetted  his  cheek. 

*'  Rouse,  dear  Matilda  I"  said  he;  "  your 

alarmed 
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alarmed  imagination  conjures  up  the  wan 
phantasms  of  gloom  and  night  to  com- 
plete the  terror  of  your  bosom.  Give 
not  admittance  to  such  worful  inmates, 
Matilda.  Heavenly,  guards  still  smile 
over  vour  innocence.  Relv  on  their 
protection." 

She  shrunk  from  h.is  arms,  and  looked 
wildly  round:  ''  Ah  1  they  ?are  here  !" 
she  exclaimed.  *'  See/'  (and,  at  that  in- 
stant, a  moonbeam  revealed  the  imaged 
countenance  of  the  holy  Virgin)  *'  the 
saints  descend  to  our  protection  \  I  hear 
soft  music  I  Even  now  an  angel  beckons 
me  to  the  couch  of  a  bleeding:  father! 
It's  raimeuts  are  white  ;  its  brow  is  en- 
circled with  peace.  Again  it  beckons. 
Fair  spirit  1  I  come  !" 

Sl>e  endeavoured  tg  start  forwards^. 
^i  '^  but 
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but  sank,  through  feebleness,  on  the  bo- 
som of  Cuthbert. 

''Dear Matilda! "said  her  lover,  ''sum- 
mon the  natural  fortitude  of  your  breast  ; 
and  never  did  so  firm  a  courage  beat 
in  so  soft  a  bosom  !  The  host  of  Heaven, 
though  watchful,  are  unseen.  Be  indeed 
yourself,  beloved  Matilda  !  and  blush 
not  to  reflect  that  you  are  the  wife  of 
one  so  forlorn,  so  helpless,  and  woe- 
begone as  Cuthbert." 

This  remonstrance  succeeded.  She 
wiped  the  half-formed  tear  from  her  eye, 
and  smothered  the  rising  agony  in  her 
breast.  ''  Pardon  me,  Cuthbert,  friend, 
ah  !  all  but  husband  !"  she  exclaimed. — 
"  The  spirit  who  guards  my  destiny  knows 
my  heart.  To  that  spirit  I  commit  every 
thought,  and  every  hope  :  may  its  smile 

extend 
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extend  to  a  father,  while  it  illumines  the 
innocent,  though  erratic,  footsteps  in 
which  1  tread  !" 

The  moonbeanns  receded  while  she 
spoke,  and  the  oratory  was  wrapped  in 
darkness.  A  hollow  wind  brushed  along 
the  walls  of  the  galleries,  and  such  moan- 
ing: noises  arose  as  are  wont  to  echo 
round  old  buildings,  when  all  within  is 
hushed  in  deep  night,  and  when  the  foot- 
fall of  the  wandering  reptile  sounds  an 
alarm  to  the  listening  ear  of  conscious- 
ness and  solitude. 

She  shuddered,  but  the  horror  which 
took  possession  of  her  bosom  deadened 
the  quickness  of  sensibility,  and  impart- 
ed to  her  manner  a  delusive  semblance 
of  calmness  and  fortitude.  Inspirited  by 
this  deceptive  appearance  of  tranquillity, 
Cutiibert  discussed  the  peculiar  perils 
c  3  to 
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to  which  they  were  exposed  by  the  recent 
discovery,  and  ventured  to  suggest  a  me- 
thod ofcontinuing  their  correspondence, 
which,  though  dangerous  to  their  mutual 
safety,  and  offensive  to  the  delicacy  of 
Matilda,  seemed  yet  unavoidable  in 
the  present  painful  situation  of  circum- 
stances. 

Matilda  had  a  favourite  maid,  named 
Frances,  whose  gentleness  of  demeanor, 
and  apparent  candor  and  attachment,  en- 
couraged Cuthbert  tohope  that  she  might 
be  securely  trusted  with  the  secret  of 
their  correspondence.  Still,  he  proposed 
the  measure  with  hesitation,  and  Matilda 
shrunk  from  the  idea  in  apprehension 
and  dislike.  But,  after  the  first  emotions 
of  repugnance,  she  clearly  perceived 
that  no  other  mode  could  be  safely  adopt- 
ed of  procuring  that  interchange  of  com- 

mtmication 
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i^umication  which  her  heart  (and,  as  she 
fancied,  her  duty)  forbade  her  to  decline; 
and,  with  a  deep  sigh,  she  consented  to 
intrust  a  letter  to  Frances,  and  to  admit 
her,  as  far  as  was  necessary,  to  a  share 
in  her  confidence. 

This  settled,  Cuthbert,  from  whom 
Matikla  was  not  capable  of  concealing 
the  fearful  misery  by  which  she  was  op- 
pressed, led  her  towards  the  door  of  her 
chamber.  He  encircled  her  waist  with 
his  arm,  and  supported  her  totteriwg 
steps  through  the  friendly  gloom  in  which 
the  gallery,  was  now  buried.  All  was 
quiet,  except  the  apprehensions  of  Ma- 
-tilda;  but  her  heart  beat  res])onses  to  {i 
iliousand  fc:r=.,  ?.t  V^Z  ICant  For  support 
on  Cuthbert.  He  pressed  her  gcntlj.^  to 
his  bosom,  and  whispered  every  hrnt  at 
consolation  which  the  most  ardent  tender- 
c  4  ness 
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ness  could  prompt.  When  arrived  at 
the  door,  he  lifted  her  hand  to  his  lips. 
It  was  white  as  snow,  and  soft  as  the  down 
of  the  cygnet!  He  kissed  it,  again  and 
again ;  then,  pressing  it  to  his  heart, 
which  rose  fondly  to  meet  the  touch, 
he  tremulously  bade  her  adieu. 

''  Adieu,  dear  Cuthbert  !'*  faltered  she. 
*'  Remember  your  promise,  and  cease  not 
for  an  instant  to  watch  over  the  fate  of 
my  father." 

"  I  will  not;'*  said  he  :  '*  and,  ah  !  Ma- 
tilda, write  to  me  on  the  morrow,  if  my 
peace  be  of  a  moment's  value  to  you.'* 

Her  last  farewell  was  whispered,  and 
she  disappeared  as  he  ispoke. 

He  stole  from  inc  «c;or,  v/irh  cautious 
secrecy,  and  had  reached  the  middle  of 
the  gallery,  when,  on  a  sudden,  he  heard 
a  noise  caused  by  the  closing  of  a  door  in 

an 
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an  adjacent  passage.  At  that  instant, 
too,  the  moon  cast  a  partial  light  through 
the  gallery  windows,  and  he  hastily  con- 
cealed himself  behind  a  pedestal,  which 
supported  a  coat  ofmail.  He  listened,  but 
no  footsteps  approached ;  and,  at  length, 
when  a  passing  cloud  again  obscured 
the  moon,  he  ventured  forth,  and  suc- 
ceeded in  gaining  his  apartment  (which 
was  a  room  hung  with  antique  tapestry, 
in  a  turret  at  the  eastern  end  of  the  cas- 
tle), free  from  further  interruption* 


c  5  CHAP. 
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CHAP.  II. 

The  morning  rose  with  more  than 
usual  splendor^,  but  Cuthbert  wandered 
forth  to  greet  the  earliest  of  the  sun- 
beams, wi^h  a  pale  cheek  and  a  heart  too 
heavy  with  sorrow  to  be  sensible  of  the 
glories  which  nature  spread  around,  and 
which  readily  elicited  the  loud,  gay  song 
of  the  thoughtless  peasant,  as  he  pursued 
his  accustomed  path  to  daily  labour,  con- 
tented with  the  past,  and  reckless  of  the 
future. 

He  trod  mechanically  towards  that  co- 
verlet 
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verlet  of  beech  which  commanded  a  view 
of  Matilda's  window,   and    amid  whose 
secret   haunts   the  interview  had    taken 
place  between  himself  and  the  earl,  which 
led  to  scenes  so  unusual,  gloomy,  and 
portentous.      Heedless  of  his  way,  for 
his  thoughts  were  attracted  only  by  one 
potent  object,  he  strayed  to  the  deepest 
centre  of  the  wood,   and  here  he  started 
to  find  himself,  at  a  sudden  turn  of  the 
path,    before  that   holy  but  mysterious 
churchman,  father  Laurence. 

The  blood  rushed  to  Cuthbert's  cheek 
at  the  meeting.  His  confusion  was 
evident,  but  suspicion  and  anger  were 
perceptibly  blended  with  his  embarrass- 
ment. 

*'  A  good  morrow   to  you,  reverend 
father  !"  exclaimed  he;    '*  it  indeed  ap- 
pears that  you   are  acquainted  with  my 
c  G  most 
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most  hidden  movements,  for,  lo  !  I  can* 
not  stray  forth  to  tend  my  orisons  to  the 
God  of  the  new  day  but  father  Laurence 
is  at  hand  to  greet  my  footsteps.*' 

The  holy  man  regarded  him  for  some 
moments  in  emphatic  silence.     *'  Is  the 
presence  of  your  friend  unwelcome,  then, 
my  son  ?'*  returned  he,  at  length.     '^  Ah, 
Cuthbert  !   if  it,  indeed,  be  so,  your  own 
heart  reproaches  you,  and  you   fear  to 
find  an  echo  on  my  tongue.     But  I  am 
not  skilled  in  the  language  of  reproach. 
More  meet  I  deem  it  to  leave  the  ungra- 
cious   office    to    the   conscience  of    the 
wanderer.       That   is   a    monitor   which 
speaks  in  more  tremendous  accents  than 
any  which  ever  issued  from  mortal  lip  !" 
From  this  speech  Cuthbert  conjectured 
that  father  Laurence  was  indeed  privy  to 
his   correspondence   with   Matilda,    and 

that 


AN   OLD  FAMirA'  LEGEND.  37 

that  it  was,  in  truth,  his  hand  which  had 
presumed  to  touch  Matilda's  epistle,  and 
to  substitute  a-scroll  so  peremptory  and 
threatening.  The  idea  smothered,  for 
,  the  moment^  all  sense  of  gratitude  and 
all  habit  of  respect.  His  breast  heaved, 
his  lips  quivered  with  passion,  and  he 
madly  exclaimed,  ''  Detested  interloper  I 
then  you  have,  it  seems,  religiously  kept 
your  word,  and  the  late  occurrence  in 
the  southern  wing  of  the  castle  is  the 
pious  work  of  father  Laurence's  meddling 
ingenuity  !** 

The  father  listened  without  emotion. 
''  Once,*'  said  he,  in  reply,  "  I  should  have 
first  answered  to  the  epithets  which  you 
have  ventured  to  join  with  my  name. 
JVbw  I  attend  only  to  the  subject-matter 
of  your  discourse.     I  have  not  been  for 

many 
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many  days  within  the  southern  wing  of 
yonder  castle,  and  know  not  what  has 
happened  there  since  the  sun  rose  on 
vester  morning.'* 

''  Oh,  reverend  father !"  exclaimed 
Cuthbert,  seizing  his  hand^  *'  will  you, 
indeed,  proffer  me  your  vow  that  such  is 
implicitly  the  fact  ?" 

A  warm  flush  spread  over  the  tem- 
perate cheek  of  father  Laurence,  and  he 
hastily  drew  back  his  hand.  "  Rash  and 
graceless  boy!"  said  he,  with  dignity, 
**  do  you  dare  to  exact  a  vow  where  I 
have  given  my  word  ?  Away,  away  !  I 
have  been  mistaken  in  you/* 

''  Forgive  me,  father  I  *'  cried  the  youth, 
awed  into  recollection  by  the  elevated 
demeanor  of  the  holy  man  ;  ''  it  was  the 
fever  which  rages  in  my  bosom  and  dis- 
tracts 
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tracts  my  brain  that  spoke.  Oh,  father 
Laurence !  I  am,  indeed,  the  most  wretch- 
ed of  created  beings." 

*'  It  is  my  duty  to  forgive  offences," 
said  the  friar,  mildly,  "  and  it  is  not  in 
my  nature  to  resent  them,  especially  to 
the  wretched.  There  is  my  hand  :  take 
with  it  ray  blessing." 

Cuthbert  pressed  the  offered  hand  to 
his  lip,  and' wetted  it  with  tears. 

"  Your  tears  are  hot,  my  child  !"  ex- 
claimed the  father,  ''  and  fall  from  an 
anguished  source.  When  you  need  a 
confident  and  adviser,  the  door  of  my 
cell  is  open  to  admit  you." 

He  motioned  to  depart,  as  he  spoke ; 
but  Cuthbert  detained  him  for  a  few  mo- 
ments. "  I  do,  indeed,"  exclaimed  he, 
''  most  perilously  need  an  adviser.  Might 
6  I  but 
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I  but   hope  to  find  him   in  father  Lau- 
rence!'* 

''  I  have  spoken  !"  returned  the  friar, 
\vith  some  rising  dignity  in  his  manner. 

"  But  the  wandering  tales  of  youth  1" 
cried  Cuthbert,  "  the  vagaries  of  passion, 
the  delirious  fancies  of  love  !  can  these 
look  for  attention  from  the  reverence  of 
your  grey  hairs,  and  the  austerity  of  wis- 
dom so  august  as  that  which  inhabits  your 
breast?" 

''  Behold  \"  exclaimed  the  friar.  '' Here 
is  one  who  wishes  to  hide  from  man  what 
he  cannot  hide  from  God  !  Your  Maker 
pities  your  frailties:  is  it  for  a  worm 
like  me  to  look  oh  them  with  disdain  ? 
Adieu!  I  shall  be  in  my  cell  when  the 
shepherd's  star  shines  distinctly  in  the 
front  of  Heaven," 

"  And 
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"  And  at  that  hour/*  responded  Cuth- 
bert,  "  I  will  endeavour  to  meet  you 
there. — Farewell!" 

With  these  words  they  parted.  Father 
Laurence  bent  his  way  to  the  neighbour- 
ing monastery,  and  Cuthbert  slowly  re- 
turned to  the  castle. 

The  morning  was  not  far  advanced 
^hen  Cuthbert,  who  had,  already,  several 
times  ventured  into  the  galleries  connect- 
ed with  Matilda's  apartments,  beheld 
Frances,  the  favoured  maid  of  Matilda, 
approaching.  She  motioned  to  a  retired 
^pot,  at  no  great  distance,  and  silently 
presented  him  with  a  letter. 

The  epistle  was  brief,  but  spoke  a 
world  of  consolation  to  the  heart  of  Cuth- 
bert, for  in  it  Matilda  assured  him  that 
her  spirits  were  now  composed,  and  that 
she  was  prepared  to  meet  any  event  with 

coolness 
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coolness  and  fortitude,  vvhich  did  not 
implicate  the  safety  and  honour  of  her 
father.  She  concluded  with  a  strong 
profession  of  her  reliance  on  the  fidelity 
of  Frances,  and  intreated  a  line  in  reply 
by  the  conveyance  of  their  new  con- 
fident. 

To  this  request  Cuthbert  most  gladly 
acceded,  and,  in  addition  to  the  endear* 
ing  assurances  prompted  by  affection 
and  solicitude,  he  informed  Matilda  of 
the  probable  fallacy  of  those  suspicions 
which  pointed  to  father  Laurence  as  the 
detector  of  their  correspondence,  an^ 
desired  her  to  regard  with  extreme  c^au- 
tion  those  who  surrounded  her,  and  en- 
deavoured to  obtrude  themselves  on  her 
confidence. 

Cuthbert  had  not  yet  seen  carl  Row- 
land; and,  as  this  circumstance  created 

some 
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some  surprise,  he  made  inquiries  con- 
cerning the  avocations  of  the  earl,  and 
found,  from  the  information  of  the  at- 
tendants, that  the  earl  was  engaged  in 
close  conference  with  the  king  in  the  hail 
of  private  audience.  This  interview 
Cuthbert  readily  attributed  to  business  of 
state,  and  resigned  himself  to  that  spe- 
cies of  listless  meditation  which  is  inse- 
parable from  the  passion  by  which  he 
was  actuated,  and  which  is  the  most 
pleasing,  though,  pei'haps,^fee  most  dan- 
gerous, of  the  absent  lover's  indulgences. 

From  this  luxurious  reverie  he  was, 
however,  speedily  aroused  ;  for  the  king 
demanded  his  attendance,  and  no  less  a 
personage  than  my  lord  of  Waltham  was 
the  bearer  of  the  command  for  his  im- 
mediately repairing  to  the  presence. 

Cuthbert  was  in  his  chamber  \vhcn  this 


order 
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order  was  communicated,  and  he  could 
not  avoid  observing  the  very  unusual  ex- 
pression of  the  earl's  countenance  as  he 
imparted  the  message.  A  confused  mix- 
ture of  regret  J  pleasure,  afTection,  and 
mistrust,  was  visible  in  the  curj  of  his 
brow,  and  thestedfast  glance  with  vvhich 
•he  regarded  the  object  of  his  mission. 
Cuthbert  immediately  rose  to  attend  his 
patron,  but  the  earl  paused  before  they 
quitted  the  room.  He  took  Cuthbert's 
hand,  ai?^  feis  own  trembled  violently 
as  he  grasped  it.  His  face  softened  to 
an  expression  of  pure  grief:  "  Cuth- 
bert !"  said  he,  in  a  faltering  tone,  ''  you 
are  the  child  of  my  adoption.  Witness 
for  me  the  anguish  of  this  moment  that  I 
hav£  loved  you  as  such  !  And  full  will- 
ingly, gentle  youth  !  would  I  have  trod- 
den onwards,  through  the  labyrinth  of  my 

destiny. 
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destiny,  with  you  as  a  companion.  Should 
fate  intervene,  should  dark  clouds  render 
my  steps  undisccrnihle  by  you,  still, 
Cuthbert,  my  heart,  and  all  the  burthen 
of  its  warmest  wishes,  are  yours  for  ever. 
Forget  what  we  have  seen  together ;  or, 
if  remembered,  be  those  transactions 
locked  within  your  bosom  as  within  a 
chest  of  marble." 

"I  feel  assured,"  returned  Cuthbert, 
*'  that  my  lord  does  not  need  a  repetition 
of  those  vows  which  have  bound  me  to 
his  service.  But  your  words,  my  kind 
patron,  are  mysterious  !  Is  it  in  the  hour 
of  peril  or  difficulty  that  you  dispense 
with  my  attentions  }*' 

The  earl  pressed  his  hand  in  emphatic 
silence,  and,  turning  a^ide  his  head, 
wiped  a  single  drop  from  his  cheek.  Then, 

starting. 
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Starting,  as  if  ashamed  of  the  weakness  to 
which  he  had  been  betrayed,  he  motion- 
ed with  his  hand  towards  the  hall  in  which 
the  king  waited  their  approach,  and 
Ciithbert  followed,  in  mute  obedience. 

Two  noblemen  attended  in  the  anti- 
room  of  the  hall,  and,  on  the  appearance 
of  the  carl,  the  folding-doors  were  im- 
mediately opened.    The  hall  was  strewed 
with  green  rushes,   and  no  persons  were 
there  except  the  sovereign  and  cardinal 
Wolsey,     The  king*s  leg  was  rested- on 
a  footstool,  and  Wolsey  stood  beside  the 
chair  of  state.     On  entering  the  presence, 
Guthbert  reverently  knelt ;  but  the  mo- 
narch   speedily  nodded,  and   bade  him 
advance. 

''  Sir  Cuthbert  !'V  said  Henry,  ''we 
are  pleased  to  repose  confidence  in  you. 
Approach,  and  hear  our  will." 

Culhbert 
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Ciithbert  bowed  thrice,  and  drew  near 
to  the  footstool  o^  the  monarch. 

''  It  is  not  meet,  I  ween/'  resumed  the 
king,    '^  for  sovereigns  to  account  for 
motives  to  their  subjects.    But  thus  much 
we  hold  it  good  to  say  unto  you.     The 
purpose  of  our  unexpected  visit  to  this 
loyal    castle  was  no  other  than  the  em- 
ploying of  my  lord  of  Waltham  in  a  se- 
cret mission  to  the  court  of  Spain — an 
embassy  which  demands  fidelity,  promp- 
titude,  and    courage.     Private   reasons, 
which  have  arisen  from  dispatches  receiv- 
ed since  our  sojourn  within  these  walls, 
added  to  some  arguments  proffered  by 
the  cardinal,    induce  us    to    retain   earl 
Rowland   in  the  neighbourhood  of  our 
person;  and  much  it  pleaselh  us  to  note 
unto  you,  sir  Cuthbert,  that  the  earl  has, 

himself. 
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himself,  stood  forward  as  voucher  for 
voin'  possessing  talent  and  discretion 
for  the  management  of  this  transaction. 
It  is,  therefore,  our  will  that  you  depart 
for  Spain  early  on  the  morrow.  My 
good  lord  cardinal  will  explain  to  vou 
our  farther  wishes  and  directions.  Fare- 
well, and  Godspeed  you  !*' 

The  vengeance  of  forked  lightning 
could  not  have  acted,  for  the  instant, 
with  more  potent  malice  on  the  frame  of 
Cuthbert.  His  blood  seemed  to  pause 
in  his  veins,  and  he  stood  motionless  be- 
fore the  king,  as  if  yet  listening  to  the 
words  which  doomed  him  to  banishment 
at  a  juncture  so  perilous  to  his  love  and 
dearest  wishes.  The  voice  of  earl  Row- 
land dispersed  the  confusion  of  his 
thoughts.     The  earl  spoke  warmly  in  his 

pralsCj 
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praise,  and  staked  his  own  hopes  of  favour 
from  the  throne  en  the  fidelity  and  zeal 
of  the  intended  messenger. 

In  desperate  situations  the  mind  more 
speedily  recovers  its  tone  than  on  the  oc- 
currence of  comparatively  trivial  dangers. 
Cuthbert^  when  aroused  by  the  words  of 
earl  Rowland,  assumed  sufficient  self- 
possession  to  reply  to  the  commands  of 
the  king,  in  a  firm  voice,  and  to  assure 
him,  in  apt  and  unembarrassed  terms, 
that,  whatever  want  of  talent  his  efforts 
might  evince,  his  activity  and  zeal  should 
still  be  such  as  to  reflect  no  discredit  on 
the  commendations  of  the  earl  and  the 
favour  of  his  majesty. 

But,  uhen  Cuthbert  retired  to  his 
chamber,  this  apparent  calmness  of  re- 
signation forsook  him.  He  gazed  round 
with  all  the  helplessness  and  all  theamazc- 

voL.  II.  D  meiit 
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ment    of   the   wretch    who  sinks^    on   a 
sudden^  amid  the  terrors  of  a  whirlpool, 
and  stretches  forth  his  hands  for  assist- 
ance, though   conscious  that  none  have 
power  to  avert  the  horrors  of  the  gulph 
ivhich    is  about    to   entomb   him.     And 
when  his  confused  mind  became  capable 
of  reflection,  despair  merely  spread  be- 
fore  his  eyes  a  picture  of  more   vivid 
imagery,  traced  in  colours  still  more  ter- 
rific for  being  distinct.     To  leave  Matilda 
subject  to  the  power  of  a  person   who 
had  detected  the   secret   of  their    con- 
nection,  was  agony  ;   and  to   quit  her 
while    a    portentous   cloud    of    mystery 
threatened   the  ruin  of  her  house,  added 
to  the  pungent  misery  of  the  reflection. 
Cuthbert  also  believed  that  the  earl  was 
privy  to  the  attachment  between  Matilda 
and    himself,  and  that  he  had,  in    fact, 

promoted 


AN  OLD  FAMILY  LEGEND.  5\ 

promoted  his  appointment  to  the  Spanish 
mission,  for  the  purpose  of  removing 
him  from  the  neighbourhood^  while  he 
securely  bestowed  her  hand  on  some  rival 
more  calculated  to  increase  the  strength 
and  splendor  of  the  family  name.  It  was 
fortunate  that  he  was  not  suffered  to  re- 
main long  the  solitary  prey  of  such 
harassing  thoughts,  for  his  brain  rocked 
beneath  the  misery  of  his  reflections,  and 
all  the  wild  visions  which  precede  the 
ravings  of  distraction  swam  gloomily  be- 
fore his  eyes,  and  pressed  with  bitter 
severity  on  his  heart. 

But  the  cardinal  demanded  his  pre- 
sence, and  he  was  too  well  convinced 
of  the  impossibility  of  avoiding  the  order 
of  Henry  to  neglect  those  preparations 
which  were  essential  to  the  performance 
of  his  dutv. 

D  'i  From 
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From  Wolsey  he  received  deliberate 
instructions  as  to  his  conduct  at  the  court 
of  Spain,  together  with  repeated  in- 
junctions to  use  all  attainable  dispatch. 
He  listened  to  every  particular  with  the 
earnestness  of  despair,  and  had,  indeed, 
a  motive  for  expedition  which  rendered 
Till  requests  on  that  head  entirely  super-- 
fluous.  The  wings  of  the  wind  could 
not  waft  him  so  quickly  as  his  wishes,  al- 
though they  bore  him  on  the  bosom  of  a 
storm  distempered  as  that  which  raged 
within  his  own  heart. 

When  left  again  to  himself,  he  wrote 
a  few  lines  to  Matilda,  inf;;rming  her  of 
the  fresh  trial  to  which  fortune  had  ex- 
posed them,  and  requesting  her,  at  all 
events,  to  grant  him  an  interview  in  the 
rourse  of  the  day,  however  transient 
iv.ight  be  the  pericd  of  their  meeting. 

He 
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He  soon  procured  an  opportunity  of 
conveying  this  letter,  by  means  of  Fran- 
ces, and  speedily  received  a  reply,  in 
which  Matilda  promised  to  gratify  his 
wishes  and  her  own. 

Loud  bursts  of  music  now  announced 
the  appearance  of  the  king  in  the  great 
hallof  the  castle, and  wassailry  commenced 
its  reign,  with  the  jocund  laugh,  the  airy 
gambol,  and  humourous  gibe  responsive 
at  its  call. 

The  age  of  Henry  the  Seventh  was  truly 
an  age  of  business;  and  the  hour  of 
festivity  was  so  short,  and  the  most 
tempting  banquet  so  slightly  tasted,  that 
even  in  the  season  allotted  to  joy,  the 
wrinkles  of  the  care-fraught  monarch 
and  his  plodding  courtiers  prevailed  over 
their  smiles.  J3ut  the  reign  of  Harry  the 
Eighth  was  the  reign  of  frolic,  and  the 
D  3  copious 
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copious  draught  and  mazy  dance  dissi- 
pated every  hint  at  a  wrinkle^  before  it 
could  contract  a  single  muscle  in  the 
merry  king's  countenance.  In  pursuance 
of  this  system  of  carousal^  the  monarch 
had  signified  his  intention  of  becoming 
spectator  of  a  rural  wedding  which  was 
to  take  placCj  on  this  day,  between  two 
of  the  vassals  of  the  earldom  ;  and,  to 
complete  the  character  of  the  festivity, 
he  commanded  every  person  to  appear 
in  disguise.  As  the  day  was  mild  and  in- 
viting, it  was  determined  to  dine  in  a 
recess  of  the  park  woodlands,  and  to 
conclude  the  banquet  with  dances  on  the 
green-sward. 

After    some    refreshments,    therefore, 
.each  reveller  prepared  for  the  gay  pur- 
pose of  the  hour;  and,  among  the  rest, 
Cuthbert  assumed   a   mask,    and  joined 

the 
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the  throng,  though  with  intentions  some- 
what different  from  those  of  the  licentious 
courtiers  by  whom  he  was  surrounded. 


CHAP.  III. 


It  was  a  temporary  saturnalia.  Dis- 
tinction was  buried  beneath  the  mask, 
and  peer  anfl  commoner  met  on  an  equal 
footing.  Yet  was  it  not  difficult  to 
distinguish  the  one  from  the  other  ;  for 
it  might  be  observed  that  the  lordly  uni- 
formly adopted  the  novel  freedom  of 
hi^mble  weeds,  while  their  inferiors 
proudly  seized  this  opportunity  of  strut- 
D  4e.  ting 
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ting  in  the  borrowed  plumes  of  rank  and 
pageantry. 

The  spot  chosen  for  the  theatre  of 
the  day*s  amusements  was  a  level  expanse 
of  verdant  turf,  over  which  lofty  wood- 
lands spread  a  luxurious  and  inviting 
shade.  Four  trees,  in  the  centre  of  this 
plain^  seemed  placed  by  nature  for  the 
purpose  of  royalty.  They  were  oaks, 
and  were  hewn,  when  the  festivities  of 
the  day  were  concluded,  to  assist  in  the 
construction  of  that  great  and  formidable 
ship  named  after  the  potent  sovereign 
who  now  regaled  beneath  their  branches. 
Limbs  of  these  majestic  trees  supported 
a  cloth  of  gold,  and  the  tables  were  co- 
vered with  a  splendor  of  baronial  mag- 
nificence by  no  means  congruous  to  the 
simplicity  of  the  surrounding  scenery. 

When  all  the  guests  were  assembled,. 
-    V  ia 
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fn  gallant  parade,  before  the  place  of 
banquet,  the  rustics  were  permitted  to 
advance,  in  celebration  of  the  happy 
event  which  directed  the  sports  of  the 
hour. 

First  appear  all  the  bachelors  of  the 
parish,  sprucely  attired  in  their  best 
fustian  doublets  and  woollen  trunk  hose^, 
and  each  (disdaining  the  comfortable 
cap rworn  by  his  forefather)  assuming, 
forsooth,  the  extravagant  luxury  of  a 
gay  felt-hat  *  I  Some  of  these  laughing 
wassailers  support  a  blue  buckram  bride- 
lace  upon  a  branch  of  green  broom,  while 
others  have  rosemary  tied  on  the  left 
arm,  and  bear  an  alder  pole  in  the  right 
hand. 

*  Tills  mcuuifricture  was-  introJiiceci    in  the  time  of 
Henry  VIII. 

D  5  Then. 
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Then^  observe  the  bridegroom,  so 
daunted  by  the  grandeur  of  the  company 
before  whom  he  is  to  pass  in  procession, 
that  he  has  neither  a  look  nor  a  word  of 
comfort  and  encouragement  to  bestow 
on  his  timorous  helpmate  I  He  is  dress- 
ed in  a  tawny  worsted  jacket ;  a  doublet 
white  as  snow;  and  a  fair  straw  hat^  with 
a  crown  tremendously  high.  On  his 
hands  are  a  pair  of  harvest  gloves,  in 
token  of  careful  husbandry,  and  a  pen 
and  inkhorn  are  hanging  at  his  back,  to 
shew  that  he  is  bookish. 

A  morris-dance  succeeds,  supported  in 
the  true  aniient  fashion  ;  that  is  to  say, 
there  are  six  dancers^'  mawd-marion,  and 
the  fool. 

Three  damsels  follow,  each  bearing  a 
huge  spice-cake. 

Then 
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Then marchesaswain  (destined, beyond 
a  doubt,  to  lay  the  foundation  of  a  future 
marriage  amid  the  festivities  of  the  pre- 
sent) dressed  in  a  new  canvas  doublet. 
He  supports  the  bride-cup,  which  is 
adorned  with  a  branch  of  rosemary  and 
two  broad  bride-laces  of  red  and  yellow 
buckram. 

But  the  queen  of  the  day  draws  nigh  ; 
the  bride,  blushing  like  the  rose,  and  a 
sigh  of  timidity  half  conquering  the  titter 
that  seems  anxious  to  gain  possession  of 
.  her  lip.  She  is  led  between  two  antient 
parishioners,  whose  grey  locks  chide  the 
gibe  Avhich  they  whisper  as  they  pass.. 
Then,  two  and  t\^'o,  proceed  a  dozen 
blooming  damsels,  the  chosen  bride- 
maids  of  the  envied  wife,  and  they- walk 
last,  in  sign  of  it  being  their  office  to 
D  G  close 
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close  all  the  forms,  the  ceremonies,  and 
jocularity  of  the  day  *. 

So  passed  the  rural  cavalcade  ;  but  it 
should  be  mentioned  that  the  festive 
villagers  did  not  quit  the  lawn  until  a 
portly  personage,  clad  in  the  green  garb 
of  a  forester,  with  a  bow  slung  at  his 
back,  and  a  boar-spear  in  his  hand,  ad- 
vanced, and  not  only  kissed  the  bride, 
but  spoke  somewhat  in  her  ear  which 
raised  a  warmer  blush  than  could  be  oc- 
casioned by  a  hundred  pressures  of  the 
lip  in  so  kissing  an  age  as  that  of  the 
eighth  Harry f.     Ke  likewise,  (inatten- 

*  This  will  be  found  a  faithful  account  of  the  proces- 
4«ion  usual  at  a  rural  wedding  in  the  reign  of  Henry. 

f  Erasmus  inforrr:s  us  that  it  was  customary,  when  a 
visitor  entered  a  house,  or  quitted  it,  to  kiss  every  female 
-present.  Neither  did  any  dance  commence  or  terminate 
v-ithout  a  salute. — "  Curtseyed  when  ^e  have,  and 
nis'cdj'^  says  Shaliespcare.  \-c. 

,5  tion. 
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tion^  perhaps,  to  the  legend  of  Coventry, 
which  informs  us  that,  under  certain  cir- 
cumstances, no  man  should  even  look 
on  beauty,  without  paying  for  the  in- 
dulgence J  presented  the  husband  with- 
a  purse  o^  half -nobles  ^iud  festoons. 

After  adverting  to  the  peculiar  and 
endearing  gallantry  of  the  age  in  whicb 
Henry  flourished,  it  is  not  without  some 
portion  of  regret  that  I  fee!  compelled 
to  notice  a  less  amiable  propensity  in- 
variable with  the  distinguished  charac- 
ters of  that  era.  I  mean  the  love  of 
eating,  which  was  indulged  to  such  "^ an 
excess,  that,  from  the  dinner-hour  of 
eleven  till  the  rime  of  (^ettin^:  into  bed 
(for:  the  last  collation  was  often  served 
in  the  chamber),  the  pleasures  pf  the 
table  very  frequently  occupied  every  mi- 
nute 
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nute  of  the  statesman's  and  warrior's  pe- 
riod of  relaxation. 

It  is  on  this  account  that  I  have  so- 
frequently  to  notice  the  sumptuousness 
of  the  table  spread  by  lord  Waltham^  for 
the  entertainment  of  his  royal  guest;  and^ 
indeed,  on  recollecting  the  value  placed 
on  a  good  appetite  in  this  chivalrous 
age,  I  feel  induced  to  apprehend  that  it 
is  to  the  reign  of  Henry  we  must  ascribe- 
the  origin  of  that  idomatic  term  which 
expresses  the  quality  of  courage  by  the 
term  o^  stomach.  It  was  thus,  probably^ 
thai  the  potent  monarch  was  said  to  have 
stomach  for  any  foe,  because  it  was  known 
that  he  took  pride  in  having  sufficient 
agpetite  to  face  the  most  substantial  meal 
that  his  hospitable  subjects  could  provide 
for  his  gratification. 

Splendid, 
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Splendid^  indeed^  were  the  marshalled 
dishes  of  the  banquet  now  prepared  ; 
but,  as  usual,  the  king  and  courtiers  were 
victorious ;  and  the  sovereign  humour- 
ously observed  (in  allusion  to  the  gene- 
ral havoc,  and  the  sudden  disappearance 
of  the  viands),  that  this  engagement  be- 
tween the  banquetters  and  the  board 
might,  not  unaptly,  be  termed  a  second 
battle  of  the  spurs. 

After  the  heat  of  action  there  is  usually 
an  interval  of  profound  ease,  peculiarly 
gratifving  to  those  who  are  sufficiently 
awake  to  enjoy  it;  and  it  is  precisely 
thus  with  the  jovial  army  of  revellers 
who  have  obtained  a  signal  conquest 
over  potent  divisions  of  fish,  ffesh,  and 
fovsl,  and  who  sit,  beneath  the  canopy 
of  triumph,  amid  the  scattered  bones  of 
the  discomfited  objects  of  their  assault. 

It 
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It  was  during  this  season  of  repletion 
and  cordiality  that  a  little  pageant  was 
introduced,  as  if  through  the  occurrence 
of  an  accfdental  thought  of  merriment; 
though  it  shortly  appeared  that  a  design, 
of  no  trivial  import  to  several  present, 
was  hidden  beneath  the  gay  surface  of 
this  seemmg  casualty. 

A  page  of  feminine  aspect  and  of  de*- 
licate  proportions,  attired  as  Diana,  and 
attended  by  divers  of  his  compeers  dis- 
guised as  nymphs,  suddenly  appeared  in 
the  sedgy  recesses  of  an  adjacent  sheet 
of  water.  Soon  were  heard  voices,  imi- 
tating the  barking  of  dogs,  and,  then^ 
the  hallbos  of  spxDr^smen,  who  encou- 
raged the  hounds,  with  well  counterfeited 
zeal,  in  their  seeming  search  after  the 
secreted  stag.  These  were  the  repre- 
sentatives of  Actseon  and  his  train  ;   and 

Diana 
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Diana  and  her  companions  affected  a 
mighty  alarm  on  the  appearance  of  the 
interlopers.  But  Attseon,  of  course,  was 
not  to  be  daunted  ;  and  he  pressed  for- 
wards, with  such  an  intemperance  of 
eagerness,  that  nothing  short  of  the  com- 
pletion of  the  fable  seemed  likely  to  pre- 
serve the  immaculate  goddess ;  when, 
suddenly  halting,  she  addressed  the  ban- 

quetters : 

"  Ah,  fair  foresters  1"  exclaimed  Diand^ 
neglectful  of  her  accustomed  blushes, 
"  listen  to  the  accents  of  a  lip  that  is 
not  used  to  speak  to  mortal  ear,  and  sure- 
ly, therefore,  cannot  appeal  to  such  in 
vain.  Lo  !  a  goddess  supplicates  !  And 
here,  by  sacred  Styx  I  vow  !  that  the 
kniijht  who  now  relieves  me  from  the 
thraldom  with  which  I  am  threatened 
shall    prosper   in   Wis   suit,     though    the 

fairest 
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fairest  maid  among  you  exact  his  sigh  ! 
And  see  !  the  august  sovereign  of  your 
sportive  band  stands  ready  to  ratify  my 
promise.  Think  what  Diana  feels  when 
she  sacrifices  a  forest  maid  to  preserve 
the  crescent  on  her  brow  ;  and  step 
forth  to  my  preservation  and  your  own 
weal." 

The  unexpected  demand  appeared  to 
surprise  most  of  those  present ;  but  a 
knight,  disguised  as  a  woodman,  soon 
darted  forward,  and  snatching  a  boar-spear 
from  the  hand  of  a  forester,  charged 
Actaeon  and  his  rabble  with  such  a  va- 
lorous arm  that  they  fled  in  confusion, 
and  Diana  remained  free  from  all  in- 
convenience, except  that  entailed  on 
herself  by  the  importance  of  the  promise 
which  she  had  ventured  to  make  as  the 
price  of  her  dj^livery. 

Tho 
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The  knight  was  not  willing  to  forego 
his  compensation^  and  he  abruptly  took 
the  hand  of  a  maid,  conspicuous  for 
sylph-like  elegance  of  form  and  grace- 
fulness of  demeanor^  who  bore  a  distin- 
guished part  in  the  entertainment^  though 
clad  in  the  unassuming  garb  of  a  moun- 


tain cottager. 


He  advanced  with  his  lovely,  but  un- 
willing companion,  to  that  jolly  and 
dignified  captain  of  the  sportive  foresters 
whom  all  recognised  as  the  sovereign 
head  of  the  British  isles,  and,  bowing 
thrice  in  lowly  reverence,  exclaimed, 
'^  To  him  that  no  mask  can  hide,  and 
whose  air  darts  majesty  through  the  sor- 
did green  garb  even  of  a  forest  wan- 
derer, I  sue  for  a  sanction  of  the  promise 
which  induced  me  to  venture  life  in  the 
protection  of  a  goddess.     Thus  humbly, 

great 
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2:reat  sire  !  I  beo:  the  boon  of  vour 
awarding  me  the  upland  maid  for  whom 
I  have  adventured  so  dearly.*' 

*'  By  the  good  year  !*V  returned  the 
portly  forester,  "  you  stagger  mt,  Qod's 
wounds  !  it  is  a  bold  petition.  Say, 
have  you  any  mortal  vouchers  at  hand, 
or  is  it  only  a  goddess  that  you  bring  to 
back  your  request  ?'^ 

''  None  on  earth  can  be  of  higher 
import  than  him  to  whom  I  now  bend/, 
said  the  woodman  ;  "  but  there  is  one,  at 
no  great  distance,  who  will  give  all  due 
terrestrial  vouchings  for  the  sanctity  of 
my  solicitation/* 

He  turned,  and  motioned  with  his 
hand  to  a  persona^^e  clad  in  the  long 
and  gloomy  robe  of  a  dervise,  who  was 
standing  near,  but  who  seemed  in  sor- 
row  and    confusion,    for  his  two  hands 

were 


/ 
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were  pressed  to  his  face,  as  if  he  were 
iiivconscious  that  hisfeafures  were  already 
sufficiently  concealed  by  his  mask. 

"  Holy  mother!"  cried  the  forester, 
*'  this  is  a  sanctimonious  man,  indeed  ! 
Speak  !  are  you  the  guarantee  for  that 
same  prudish  goddess  who  likes  water 
best  when  it  is  untinctjiired  with  the 
grape,  and  who  prefers  woods  to  ban- 
<]uet-galleries— because  they  are  more 
retired  ?" 

"  I  am  !"  exclaimed  the  seemino;  der- 
vise,  removing  his  hands,  and  slightly 
lifting  his  mask.  It  was  the  earl  of  Wal- 
tham  !  The. rking  recognised  his  host, 
and  nodded  significantly.  Then,  taking 
the  woodman  by  the  h^nd  (who,  like- 
wise, raised  his  mask,  and  disclosed  the 
features  of  sir  Everard  Ar^hault)^  he  said, 
"  Take  your  boon,  brother  tenant  of  the 

greenland 


70  AN  OT,D  FAMILY   LEGEND. 

greenlancl  shades  !  And,  sure/'  (added 
Henry,  with  a  sigh)  ''  it  is  one  of  the 
most  precious  gifts  that  even  the  scep- 
tered  hahd  has  the  power  of  bestowing  !'* 
No  garb  could  hide  from  Cuthbert 
the  exquisite  form  of  Matilda.  Every 
attitude  was  engraven  on  his  remem- 
brance ;  every  perfection  was  familiar 
with  his  dreams.  Disguised  as  a  bande- 
lier,  he  had  witnessed  each  circumstance 
of  the  preceding  transaction,  and  had 
discovered,  with  a  sentiment  of  blended 
indignation  anddespair,  the  presumptuous 
intention  of  sir  Everard,  and  the  con- 
strained, but  efficient,  acquiescence  of 
earl  Rowland.  He  felt  now  confirmed  in 
his  worst  fears,  and  hesitated  not  to  con- 
clude that  his  absence  was  deliberately 
projected  by  the  earl,  and  that  the  in- 
fluence of  sir  Everard  was  so  potent  that 

even 
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even  Matilda's  father  had  not  authority 
to  gainsay  the  purpose  of  the  knight,  if 
his  wishes  pointed  towards  a  union  with 
the  family. 

Cuthbert  waited  not  to  examine  into 
the  probable  nature  of  the  power  pos- 
sessed by  his  rival.  He  was  aware  that 
the  fortune'  of  earl  Rowland  was  blended 
with  circumstances  of  woe  and  peril 
which  would  not  bear  the  broad,  open 
light  of  sunshine;  and  he  readily  appre- 
hended situations  of  connection  which 
might  reverse  the  natural  order  of  pre- 
cedence, and  render  the  adherent  superior 
^  to  his  lord.  Sir  Everard  Anhault  had, 
likewise,  signalised  himself  in  the  field, 
and  had  obtained  the  title  of  knight  ban- 
neret on  the  plain  of  victory  ;  a  circum- 
stance which,  in  some  measure,  counter- 
balanced the  comparative  poverty  of  his 

origin, 
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origin,  and  considerably  lessened  the 
improbability  of  earl  Rowland  seriously 
intending  to  bestow  on  him  the  hand  of 
his  daughter. 

There  was  but  one  measure  which 
could  appease  the  raging  tumult  of  Cuth- 
bert's  breast,  and  the  attainment  of  this 
object  depended  on  a  speedy  interview 
with  Matilda.  An  immediate  meeting, 
therefore,  he  was  determined  to  seek, 
should  his  life  fall  a  sacrifice  to  the  at- 
tempt. 

But  fate  did  not  intend  Cuthbert  to 
perish  on  the  green-sward  theatre  of  this 
day's  entertainment.  The  god  of  love  de- 
lights in  stratagem  rather  than  in  conflict; 
and  had  rather  see  one  watchful  brain 
outwitted,  than  a  dozen  jealous  hearts 
penetrated  with  steel.  Cuthbert,  as  a 
favoured    disciple  of   the    divinity,    was 

aware 
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aware  of  this  circumstance,  and,  accord- 
iDglv,  endeavoured  to  circumvent  the 
sedulous  attentions  of  sir  Everard. 

Frances,  the  new  confident  and  favour- 
ite attendant  of  Mtitilda,  had  accompanied 
her  lady  to  the  park,  and  was  not  only- 
dressed  nearly  in  the  same  costume,  but, 
naturally,  bore  a  considerable  resem- 
blance in  form  and  stature. 

Cuthbert  shortly  informed  Frances  of 
his  intention,  and  she  exchanged  with 
her  lady  such  light  points  of  ornament 
as  were  dissimilar,  and  then  issued  forth, 
at  the  comraencemeni  of  a  fresh  dance, 
to  join  sir  Everard,  who  led  her  down 
the  gay  band,  in  luxurious  ignorance  of 
deception  ;  while  the  real  Matilda  gave 
her  trembling  hand  to  Cuthbert,  and  re- 
tired with  him  to  a  daisied  bank,  at  a  small 

VOL.  II.  R  distance 
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4:listance  from  the  rural  pavilion  in  ^vhich 
^he  party  had  assembled. 

Frances,  with  her  knightly  conductor, 
xvas  silent  through  -mingled  fear  and  po- 
licy. A  thousand  causes  stifled  the  voice 
£>f  Matilda.  Grief,  terror,  love,  were  the 
principal  of  these,  and  each  equally  de- 
rided a  communication  by  words.  The 
emotion  of  €uthbert  was  scarcely  less 
oppressive ;  but,  throwing  himself  at 
Matilda's  feet,  when  h.e  had  seated  her 
on  the  velvet  bank,  over  which  a  large 
beech  expanded  its  fantastic  and  protect- 
ing arms,  he  tenderly  whispered,  *'  Ma- 
tilda ! — friend! — wifel  Behold  before, 
you  the  victim  of  despair.  TIi^  morrow 
is  destined  to  tear  me  even  from  my  pre- 
sent barren  hope  of  casual  interviews, 
for  days,  for  weeks — oh,  agony  of  reflec- 
tion ! 
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tion  !  too  likely  for  months  of  misery 
and  solicitude.  Bitter  would  be  the  trial 
of  leaving  you,  dear  Matilda  !  even  if 
fortune  smiled  on  our  affections.  Deep 
would  be  the  pang  which  tore  me  from 
you,  though  a  father's  lip  bade  me  speed 
on  my  journey,  and  prompted  me  to 
ardent  expedition,  under  the  hope  of 
claiming  you  for  life  on  my  return.  Oh, 
God  of  the  human  heart  !  think,  then, 
what  I  must  feel  who  leave  a  be- 
trothed bride  amid  the  denunciations  of 
an  unfriendly  parent,  and  subject  to  the 
licensed  blandishments  of  a  detested 
rival !  Oh  !  it  is  too,  too  much  !  and 
thus  I  fall  the  incapable  victim  of  a  load 
of  misery  which  is  beyond  tiic  support  of 
human  fortitude.*' 

With  these  words,  he  threw  himself  on 
^'  "^  the 
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the  ground,  and  beat  his  breast  with  all 
the  appalling  fervor  of  delirium. 

"  Ah,  rise,  dear  Cuthbert  !"  cried  Ma- 
tilda, while  tears  flowed  down  her  cheeks. 
*'  Your  violence  affrighis  me.  I  am — oh, 
Cuthbert  ! — I  am  your  betrothed  bride, 
and  no  mortal  force  shall  tear  me  from 
the  performance  of  my  vow.  Wound 
me  not  by  suspicion  :  I  am  yours  for 
€ver.'* 

He  caught  her  in  his  arms,  before  she 
could  finish  thesentence/and  kissed  from 
her  cheek  the  drop  that  ratified  the  pro- 
mise. 

Matilda  repressed  his  fervor,  an^  f€- 
peated  her  assurance  of  inviolable  at- 
tachment. But,  while  she  endeavoured 
to  inspire  hope,  it  was  evident  that  she 
^as  perfectly  aware  of  the  dangers  to 

which 
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which  they  were  exposed.  It  was  by  her 
lip  that  the  name  of  sir  Everard  was  first 
pronounced.  Ciithbert  started  at  the 
sound.  ''Matilda!"  said  he,  ''attempt 
not  to  cheat  me  into  calmness  by  falla- 
cious pictures  of  hope  and  fortitude. 
Your  father  has  planned  my  absence. 
The  events  of  the  last  hour  shew  his  mo- 
tives. He  suspects  my  attachment  (or^ 
at  least,  dreads  my  presence),  and  1  am 
sent  over  wide  seas,  and  through  inhos- 
pitable districts,  that  sir  Everard  maj* 
meet  no  impediment,  and  that  you — that 

you Racks   could    not    force  me  to 

complete  the  sentence  1" 

Matilda  %vas  silent  ;  for,  indeed,  she 
saw  too  much  reason  to  believe  that: 
Cuthbert's  anxiety  did  not  exaggerate 
the  real  danger ;  and,  had  his  avowals  of 
di&tress  been  less  violent,  it  is  probable 
eS  that 
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that  she  would^  herself^    have  expressed 
the  same  apprehensions. 

*'  What,  then,  remains/'  continued  he, 
"■  to  place,  at  least,  our  affections  beyond 
the  reach'  of  casualty  ?  Oh,  Matilda  ! 
there  is  but  one  source  of  comfort  in 
store;  there  is  but  one  mode  in  which  I 
can  depart  with  the  consoling  hope  of  a 
return.  1  dread  to  name  it ;  but  fate 
forces  the  proposal  from  my  lips.  Early 
on  the  morrow  I  leave  the  neigbbourht)od 
of  the  castle  ;  to-morrow  eve  I  no  longer 
breathe  the  same  air  with  Matilda  !  In 
yonder  monastery  there  sojourns  a  holy 
man,  who  is  the  firm  adherent  of  my  way- 
ward destiny.  His  kindness  is,  indeed, 
parental ;  and,  sure,  the  lenient  Majesty 
of  Heaven  speaks  through  his  lips  !  Let 
him  join  our  hands  by  those  sacred  ties 
which  no  human  force  can  burst  asunder, 

and 
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and  I  will  depart  with  a  hope  to  live  for 
Matilda:  otherwise,  I  will  not,  cannot^ 
promise  to  quit  the  spot  on  which  sbe 
remains  subject  to  the  solicitations  of  the 
presumptuous  sir  Everard/' 

"  Ah, Cuthbertr replied  she,  ''lead  me 
not  to  the  edge  of  so  tremendous  a  pre- 
cipice !  The  altar  has  witnessed  my  se- 
cret vow  :  in  the  face  of  heaven,  then^, 
are  we  inseparably  united:  but  never 
iTcan  the  priest  bestow  a  prosperous  bene^ 
diction  on  the  nuptials  of  affianced  youth, 
without  the  parent  stands  beside,  and> 
solicits  good  angels  to  register  the  bless- 
ing. My  heart,  my  promise,  are  yours  : 
Oh  !  let  a  father,  at  some  more  propi- 
tious moment,  bestow  the  hand/' 

To  this  Cuthbert  replied  with  all  the 

ardour  of  youthful  sensibility,  and  all  the 

earnestness  suggested  by  the  peculiarity 

e4  oi 
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of  the  circumstances  to  which  they  were' 
subject.     He  dwelt  on  the  power  of  earl 
Rowland,  and-  retraced,    in  glowing  co- 
lours, the  earl's  declaration  of  his  inten^ 
tions,  as  contained  in  the  events  of  the 
present  day.     He  described  the  youthful 
feelings  which  had  united  the  mind  of 
Matilda  with  the  wishes  of  his  own  breast. 
Love   is  an   able  saphist,  and   Cuthbert 
readily   proved    that    the    religious  vow 
into  which  Matilda  had  entered,   possess* 
ed  all  the  essential  meaning  of  that  more 
earthly  tie  which  he  wished  the  hand  of 
father  Laurence  to  bestow  on  their  des- 
tinies.    He  figured  his  despair ;  he  paint- 
ed/.'f^r  danger.     In  short,   bespoke  witb 
the  voice  of  affection,  and  it  was  the  ear 
of  love   that  listened  to   his   arguments. 
Who,    then,    can  wonder  that   be    pre- 
vailed ? 

Before 
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Before  Matilda  returned  to  the  pa- 
vilion, to  exchange  the  simple  ornaments 
of  deception  with  Frances,  it  was  settled 
that  she  should  meet  Cuthbert  in- a  secret 
avenue  of  the  castle,  which  opened  in 
one  of  the  walls  and  terminated  in  a- 
coppice  without  the  ramparts,  at  the 
break  of  day  ;  and  Cuthbert  promised 
that,  after  they  had  received  the  bene- 
diction of  father  Laurence,  he  would  im- 
mediately commence  his  journey  to  the 
€©4Jrt  of  Spain. 


5  5  CHAR 
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CHAP.  IV. 

When  Cuthbsrt  quitted  Matilda,  he  re- 
paired to  the  castle,  and  completed  the 
preparations  necessary   for  the  journey 
of  the  ensuing  day.     His  mission  was  of 
so  secret  a  nature  that   he  judged  it  ex- 
pedient to  take  no  more  than  one  of  the 
castle  vassals  in  attendance  on  his  person, • 
and  he  selected,   as  this  single  adherent, 
a  man  of  whose  fidelity  and  attachment 
he  was  so  entirely  assured,  tl]^t  he  did 
not  sufTer  himself  to  believe  native  sim- 
plicity 
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filicity  of  character  any  solid  objection^ 
10  the  propriety  of  the  appointment. 

This  man  had  been  the  fond  tutor  of 
Guthbert*s  childish  sports,  and  had  fought" 
under  him,  in  France,  on  that  dreadful 
field  which  had  nearly  witnessed  the  pre- 
mature close  of  all'his  ardent  wishes  for 
splendor  of  n-ame  and  knightly  reivown. 
The  faithful  creature  had  wandered  among 
the  heaps  of  slain,  in  quest  of  the  master 
so  confidently  reckoned  one  of  the  fallen,- 
and  had  wept  over  his  presumed  loss, 
with  inconsolable  sincerity;  In  the  en- 
thusiasm of  his  joy  on  Ciithbert's  re- 
appearance, Gilbert  exacted  a  promise 
that  his  yoiithful  leader  would  permit' 
Kim  to  attend  on  all  the  vicissitudes  of 
his  future  fortune,  and  Cuthbert  now 
"yerUu-red  on  fulfilling  as  much  of  this 
« 6  assurr.oce- 
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assurance  as  was  connected  with  the 
chances  of  his  present  expedition. 

From  the  first  instant  of  his  appoint- 
ment, to  the  moment  in  which  he  de- 
parted from  the  castle,  Gilbert  preserved 
an  inviolable  silence.  When  addressed 
by  any  of  his  wondering  compeers,  he 
put  his  finger  to  his  lip,  in  token  of  se- 
crecy ;  and  deported  himself,  indeed,  ia 
every  point,  with  as  much  circumspection, 
and  quite  as  much  consequence,  as  if 
the  entire  weight  of  the  embassy  rested 
on  his  sole  discretion. 

As  evening  drew  nigh,  ihe  anxiety  of 
Cuthbert,  nursed  by  the  solitude  to  which 
he  had  consigned  himself,  raised  a  train 
of  chimerical  reflections,  doubly  severe 
on  account  of  the  shadowy  indistinctness 
with   which    they   rushed    on   hts  mind. 

Yet, 
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Yet,  like  the  restless  victim  of  a  burning 
disease,  he  fondlv  dw^lt  on  a  chann^e  of 
circumstance  as  the  only  medium  of  re- 
lief and  consolation,  and  believed  that  he 
should  regain  entire  serenity,  and  once 
more  taste  of  unalloyed  happiness,  when 
Matilda  was  made  inseparably  his  by  the 
legal  benediction  of  the  church. 

The  pt^nsive  mist  of  twilight  had  buried 
in^nobscurity  those  distant  woodlands 
which  formed  the  theatre  of  the  day's  re- 
velry, before  the  royal  party  returned  to 
the  castle.  From  the  narrow  window  of 
his  turreted  chamber,  Cuthbert  beheld 
the  festive  procession  pass  along  the  lawn^ 
and  enter  the  castle  courts.  Loud  bursts 
of  music  announced  their  approach ; 
and  his  eager  eye  soon  discovered  Ma- 
tilda, wh'o  was  mounted  on  a  white  pal- 
frey, and  rode  between  the  king  and  her 

father. 
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father.  Henry  appeared  to  converse 
with  all  his  accustomed  gaiety,  and  the 
earl  applauded,  with  ready  laughter,  each 
flippant  snily  of  the  jovial  monarch.  A 
gentle  smile  sometimes  stole  to  Marilda*s 
lip,  Kut  it  was  evidently  the  mere  tribute 
of  politeness,  and  had  not  power  to  dis^ 
guise  the  melancholy  and  trouble  which 
were  written  on  every  feature.  More 
than  once,  she  looked  towards  the  window 
at  Vi'hich  Cuthbert  was  placed;  and  those 
looks  spoke  a  volume  of  meaning  to  his 
heart. 

Shortly  after  the  party  entered  ths 
hall,  Cuthbert  joined  the  banquetters, 
for  the  purpose  of  taking  leave  of  his 
ausfust  master.  Here  merriment  and 
splendor  had  already  commenced  their 
triumph.  The  tapers  in  the  cressets  were 
lighted  ;  the  servitors  were  handing  wine 

to 
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ta  the  guests,  on  golden  salvers ;  and  a 
band  of  beautiful  children,  disguised  as 
Cupid  and  his  pigmy  associates,  were 
dancing  in  the  midst  of  the  hall,  each 
bearing  in  his  little  hand  a  wreath  of 
flowers,  which  he  shortly  deposited  at 
the  feet  of  the  king, 

Cuthbert  approached  Wolsey,  and,  by. 
his  direction,  placed  himself  in  a  situation 
likely  to  attract  the  notice  of  Henry. 
The  king  soon  perceived  him ;  and,  wa- 
ving his  hand,  the  courtiers  receded  some 
paces  from  the  chair  of  state.;  on  which 
Cuthbert  drew  nigh,  and  beDt  his  knee 
to  the  monarch.  Wolsey  alone  presumed 
to  approach  the  royal  ear ;  and,  after 
some  words  had  passed  between  the  king 
and  his  favoured  minister,.  Cuthbert  was 
commanded  to  rise.  On  which  his  ma- 
jesty said;  "  Sir  Cuthbert^  we  release 
5  you 
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you  from  attendance  on  our  person. 
Our  will  is  known.  God  speed  and  pro- 
tect you  !'*  Cuthbert  bowed  thrice  to 
the  king,  and  then,  making  one  obeisance 
to  Wolsey,  he  retired  from  the  hall  of 
presence. 

In  quitting  the  roam  he  passed  close 
to  the  earl  of  AValtham.  An  involuntary 
shudder  ran  through  his  frame  as  his  eye 
meX  that  of  the  earl,  and  he  dreaded  to 
hear  the  voice  of  the  man  whose  w^ishes 
he  was  about  to  circumvent  with  so  pre- 
suniptuous  t  want  of  reverence.  Nor 
did  the  earl,  from  some  secret  causes^ 
appear  more  inclined  to  conversation. 
He  pressed  Cuthbert's  hand,  but  with 
his  face  averted;  and  he  continued,  mean- 
while, loudly  to  speak  to  the  nobleman 
with  whom  he  was  engaged  before  the 
approach   of  his  confidential   adherent. 

When 
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When  Cuthbert  gladly  withdrew,  the 
carPs  look  attended  his  footsteps;  and 
when  he  turned,  on  reaching  the  door, 
Rowland  graciously  nodded,  and  then, 
sighing  heavily,  walked  towards  a  dis- 
tant part  of  the  hall. 

Cuthbert  lingered  not  another  instant 
within  the  castle  walls,  but  entered  di- 
rectly on  the  shady  walks  which  led 
towards  the  monastery  of  St.  Ambrose, 
The  star  which  was  to  denote  the  hour 
when  father  Laurence  would  be  at  leisure 
to  admit  him,  yet  shone  with  dubious 
lustre  in  the  front  of  the  heavens,  but 
the  impatience  of  Cuthbert  was  not  ta 
be  restrained,  and  he  immediately  enter- 
ed the  monastery,  and  sought  the  qell  of 
his  holy  friend.  The  father  was  writing 
wheu  Cuthbert  knocked  on  the  door,  but 

he 
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he  laid  aside  his  employment,  and,  taking 
the  youth  by  the  hand,  seated  him  on  the 
apposite  side  of  his  humble  table. 

**  I  come  before  the  appointed  aii- 
linte,  good  father  !'  said  Cuthbert.    , 

"  It  was  what  I  expected/'  returned- 
father  Laurence;  "  youth  and  passion 
beat  time  v^ith  an  unsteady  finger.  It  is 
meet  that  cooler  heads  should  be  con- 
cerned in  the  calculations  of  such  dan.^-- 
gerous  reckoners  " 

''  Ah,  father  !"  exGiaimed  Cuthbert, 
falling  at  the  feet  of  the  priest,  ''  reproach- 
not,  even  by  i.^sinuation,  a  desperate 
man  !  The  kifig  has  commanded  me  to^ 
quit  the  castle  on  the  dawn  of  to-morrow, 
intrusted  with  dispatches  for  the  court  of 
Spain.  And  1  have  this  day  (oh  !  even 
while   that  sua  sJione  which  is  but  just 

suftk 
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sunk  into  the  west)  beheld  earl  Rowland 
present  a  rival  to  the  monarch,  as  the 
intended  husband  of  Matilda." 

"  And  that  is  as  honour  directs  it 
should  be,"  said  the  holy  man.  ''  You 
-would  not  stay  to  seduce  this  hapless  fair 
one  from  your  patron  and  her  father; 
and  you  could  not  stop  to  behold  her 
resign  her  hand  to  the  man  selected  for 
her  lord  by  the  only  person  entitled  to 
lAake  such  a  selection." 

"  Plant  daggers  in  my  heart,"  cried 
Cuthbert,  starting  from  the  ground, 
*'  but  refrain,  in  charity,  from  sueli 
freezing  axioms.  Oh,  father  Laurence! 
Matilda  is  my  affianced  bride." 

''  Talk  not  to  me  in  the  language  of 
knight-errantry,  my  romantic  son  !"  re- 
plied the  priest ;  ''  it  is  mocking  the  fur- 
raw* 
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rows  in    my   cheek,  and  the  grey   haijrs 
which  thinly  veil  my  forehead." 

"  And  are  holy  vows  at  the  altar  of  our 
God  held  in  such  light  regard  by  father 
Laurence?" ejaculated Cuthbert.  "  Listen 
to  my  guilty  confession,  and  own  that, 
%vithout  an  insult  to  our  faith,  I  can  never 
relinquish  ray  claim  to  the  hand  of  Ma- 
tilda, though  she  is  indeed — the  daughter^ 
of  my  patron." 

The  confession  of  Cuthbert  was  often 
hiterriypted  by  the  bitterest  sighs  whichi 
remorse  can  draw  from  the  human  heart ; 
but  it  was  received  with  deeper  horror, 
and  still  more  sincere  regret.  In  this 
period  of  the  christian  church,  religious 
vow%,  tendered  on  consecrated  ground, 
at  the  base  of  the  crucifix,  and  ratified  by 
^ose  superstitious  ceremonies  which  the 

light' 
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light  of  reason  was  shortly  enabled  to 
disperse  in  our  favoured  country,  were 
deemed  so  binding  by  saintly  ecclesias- 
tics, that  nothing  short  of  the  power 
possessed  by  the  supreme  head  of  the 
church  was  supposed  sufficient  to  annul 
them.  The  piety  of  father  Laurence  was 
formed  on  the  basis  of  ceremony  :  and 
he,  now,  believed  that  the  ruin  of  Cuth- 
bert's  honour  was  complete.,  and  the 
destruction  of  the  fair  hopes  of  the  house 
ofWaltham  almost  inevitable.  He  turn- 
ed from  the  youth  with  repugnance  and 
disdain,  whik  deep  groans  spoke  the  se- 
vere agony  of^  his  spirit. 

"    You   reject   me,    then,    with    con- 
tumely and  aversion  ?"  exclaimed  Cuth- 
bert ;    "   but  think  not  that  I  will  quit 
the  castle   till  priestly  bands  insure  Ma- 
tilda 
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tilda  to  me  i  She  has  consented  to  meet 
me  in  the  monastery,  at  the  grey  of  morn- 
ing; and  there  the  church  shallsanctify 
our  union.  No,  no  !  holy  churchman  ! 
1  will  not  leave  my  betrothed  wife  a  prey- 
to  the  tyranny  of  a  father,  and  the 
assumptions  of  sir  Everard  Anhault." 

"  Sir  Everard  Anhault  \"  cried  father 
Laurence.  "  Speak  again  !  and  quick- 
ly !  Does  earl  Rowland  intend  sir  Eve- 
rard Anhault  to  be  the  husband  of 
Matilda?" 

"  He  does,''  replied  Cuthbert,  sur- 
prised at  the  pious  man's  emotion. 
"  This  day  was  sir  Everard  presented  to 
the  king  as  a  lover  favoured  by  the  earl 
ofWaltham." 

"  I  will  believe  you,"   said  the  priest.  - 
•'You  dare  hot  impose  on  my  credulity. 

Sir 
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Sir  Everard  Anhault  allied  to  the  house 
of:  Walthara  !— Oh,  God  !  it  must  not, 
shall  not  be  !" 

He  paced  the  cell  with  frantic  quick- 
ness, and  each  feature  seemed  distorted 
^'ith  the  deep  heavings  of  some  weighty 
passion.  Then,  falling  on  his  knees,  he 
crossed  himself  twice,  and  breathed  an 
inward  prayer,  while  his  eyes  were  cast 
upwards  with  so  mnch  emphasis  of  emo- 
tion that  they  appeared  bursting  from 
their  sockets,  and  his  long.,  white  hands 
trembled  with  the  fervor  of  his  suppli- 
cations. 

Cuthbert,  meantime,  surveyed  him  in 
mute  astonishment. 

At  length,  father  Laurence  slov>ly  rose 
from  his  knees,  and  motioned  for, Cuth- 
bert to  quit  the  cell.  The  youth  hesitated 
to  obey.     •'  Retire  I"   said    the     father, 

with 
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with  difficulty.  **  Leave  ime  to  commune 
with  a  power  that  sees  into  the  closest 
folds  of  the  human  heart,  and  penetrates 
the  darkest  mysteries  of  destiny.  But 
quit  not  the  cloisters  of  this  sacred  pile. 
Anon;,  1  will  call  you  hither^  and  hold 
conference  with  you." 

Cuthbert  then  withdrew,  though  not 
without  considerable  reluctance,  for, 
much  as  he  was  amazed  by  the  demeanor 
of  father  Laurence,  he  still  earnestly 
wished  to  gain  the  father's  consent  to 
his  union,  before  he  quitted  the  cell. 

Through  a  long  hour  of  anguish  and 
solicitude  he  paced  the  dreary  cloisters 
of  St.  Ambrose,  before  the  father  re- 
summoned him  to  his  presence.  All  was 
gloom  and  quiet,  except  when  a  solitary 
form,  enwrapped  in  black  and  chear- 
less  stole,    passed  with  dejected  resigna- 
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tion  along  the  cold  arcade  of  the  holy 
prison-house.  Once,  too,  the  organ  of 
the  adjacent  chapel  faintly  sounded  a 
Response  to  some  enthusiastic  aspiration. 
But  night — a  dull  and  gloomy  night  of 
intellect  and  soul ! — reigned  paramount 
in  the  saintly  edifice,  and  if  it  lulled 
through  some  moments  the  phrenzj  of 
Cuthbert's  reflections,  it  lulled  them 
only  into  the  wan  torpor  of  despair. 

The  appearance  of  father  Laurence 
roused  all  his  thoughts  into  poignant 
activity.  He  would  have  spoken,  but 
the  father  commanded  silence  ;  and  they 
speedily  re-entered  the  retirement  of  the 
cell. 

"Cuthbert!"  said  the  reverend  man, 
with  solemn  earnestness,  ''  my  decision 
will  surprise  you. — Nay,  interrupt  me 
not ! — I  consent  to  see  your  hand  en- 

VOL.  II.  F  twined 
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twined  in  that  of  Matilda,  and  to  bestow 
the  blessing  of  our  faith  even  on  the 
union  unhallowed  by  parental  appro- 
vance.  The  creature  of  passion,  the 
frantic  follower  of  a  delusive  imagina- 
tion, you  wish  not  for  leisure  to  ascer- 
tain my  motives.  But,  deep  indeed  must 
be  the  inducement  which  prompts  this 
lip  to  sanctify  with  inspired  periods,  the 
■wild  and  daring  fancies  of  youth  and  in- 
discretion !" 

*'  Ah  1  my  best,  my  only  friend  !"  in- 
terrupted Cuthbert,  ''  your  head  and 
heart  are  equally  superior  to  error.  I 
do  not,  indeed,  wish  to  analyse  your 
motives,  but  rest  assured  that  all  your  re- 
solves spring  from  the  dictates  of  the 
most  exalted  wisdom." 

An  uninterested  auditor  would  have 
smiled  at  the  sudden  confidence  placed 

by 
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by  Cuthbert  in  the  wisdom  and  propriety 
of  father  Laurence's  opinions.  It  is 
probable,  on  the  other  hand,  that  the 
father  would  have  noticed  with  a  frown 
the  wavering  reliance  of  his  youthful 
supplicant,  had  he  formed  his  ultimate 
resolve  with  less  mental  uncertainty. 
But,  as  circumstances  stood,  he  appeared 
gratified  with  the  commendation ;  to 
such  temporary  weakness  are  even  the 
strongest  minds  liable,  when  the  heart 
and  the  judgment  are  not  quite  able  to 
balance  their  differences. 

*'  The  condition  of  my  acquiescence 
yourself  proposed,"  resumed  father  Lau- 
rence, after  a  pause: — "  When  you  quit 
this  monastery,  you  depart  for  Spain  ?" 

''  I  consent,"  returned  Cuthbert. 

'*  Your  servitors,  then,  must  begin 
^  2  their 
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their  travel  before  the  rising  of  the  sun, 
and  tarry  for  you  at  the  base  of  the  fir- 
crowned  hill^  one  mile  beyond  the  park 
limits." 

"  I  am  to  be  attended  only  by  one, 
and  he  shall,  assuredly,  wait  for  me  on 
the  spot  which  you  name." 

"  And  how  will  the  fair  and  timid 
lady  venture  to  quit  the  w\ills  of  the 
castle  ?" 

"  Holy  father !"  said  Cuthbert,  ''  there 
is  a  secret  passage  which  winds  through 
the  southern  wall  of  the  building.  It  is 
entered  by  a  hidden  compartment  of  the 
wainscot,  and  terminates  in  a  narrow 
channef  which  is  worked  beneath  the 
surface  of  the  earth.  This  channel  leads 
to  the  border  of  the  venerable  tuft  of 
oaks^  that  stands  at  a  short  distance  from 
the  walls  of  St,  Ambrose," 

"  I  knov/ 
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"  I  know  it  well!'*  replied  father 
Laurence,  with  a  sigh. 

Cuthbert  was  too  eagerly  intent  on 
his  own  plans  to  note  the  singularity  of 
the  father's  observation.  ''  Through  this 
excavated  passage/'  continued  he,  ''  I 
will  conduct  Matilda.  We  are  to  meet 
at  its  entrance "  ^ 

''  And  when  she  is  made  yours  beyond 
the  reach  of  mortal  power/'  interrupted 
father  Laurence^  "/will  lead  her, through 
the  gloom  of  the  same  excavated  path, 
to  the  gallery  which  commands  access  to 
the  security  of  her  own  apartments. — 
Adieu  !  May  St.  Ambrose  intercede  for 
our  prosperity,  and  Heaven  smile  on 
your  fate  !" 


F  3  CHAP. 
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CHAP.  V. 

When  Cutbbert  entered  his  chamber^  he 
received,  through  the  hands  of  Gilbert, 
a  note  from  earl  Rowland.  In  this  scroll 
the  earl  declined,  on  account  of  the 
pressure  of  urgent  business,  a  parting  in- 
terview ;  but  pro  fibred  cordial  wishes  for 
the  health  and  success  of  Cuthbert  while 
absent  from  the  castle  and  his  native 
country.  He,  likewise,  tendered  as- 
surances of  his  unalterable  friendship ; 
and  concluded  with  some  earnest,  but 
obscure,  hints  concerning  the  necessity 

of 
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of  secresy  and  prudence,  which,  how- 
ever mysteriously  worded,  were  perfectly 
comprehensible  by  the  person  to  whom 
they  were  addressed.  Cuthbert  w^as  well 
pleased  to  escape,  on  any  terms,  from  a 
formal  meeting  with  the  earl,  at  thfs 
juncture  ;  and,  after  giving  the  necessary 
instructioas  to  the  destined  companion 
of  his  voyage,  he  threw  himself  on  his 
couch,  with  a  hope  of  lulling,  for  a  short 
time,  the  tempest  of  his  thoughts  in 
slumber.  But  he  was  too  near  the  crisis 
of  his  fortune  to  be  capable  even  of  tem- 
porary forgetfulness.  He  surveyed  the 
past,  he  formed  anxious  conjectures  as 
to  the  future ;  and  when  a  gentle  gale, 
rising  in  the  east,  and  brushing  over  the 
tall  tree-tops  of  the  neighbouring  wood- 
lands, gave  notice  of  approaching  morn, 
be  started  from  his  uneasy  pillow,  and 
F  4  prepared 
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prepared  for  the  trying   events  of  the 
day. 

He  viewed,    from  the  narrow  window^ 
of  his  turret,   the   first  severing  of  the 
clouds  over  the  distant  eastern  hills,  and 
hailed,  with  a  beating  heart,   the  birth  of 
the  auspicious  sun  that  was  to  witness  his 
union  with  one  of  the  fairest  forms  and 
most  spotless  minds  which  the  sun  could 
shine  over,  in  all  its  travels  round  a  world 
pregnant   with    excellence   and  beauty. 
'^  It    is   the   birth-day    of  my    hopes  V* 
ejaculated   he  :     ''  Ah  !    mighty    genius 
that  didst  spread  thy   hand  over  me   in 
the  hour  of  battle,  and  didst  place  within 
my  grasp  the   glowing    trophy    of  this 
illustrious  house,    when  a  raging  sea  of 
contention  opposed  my  aspiring  efforts  I 
descend  from  the  halls  of  the  departed 
brave,  quit  the  crested  chair  of  beatified 

chivalry. 
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chivalry,   and  sanction  the  act  to  which  I 
am  prompted  by  inherent  pride  of  soul 
that  forbids  me  to  know  a  superior,    and 
by  an  irresistible  passion  which  has  ex- 
panded with  every  fibre  of  my  heart,  and 
which  I  can  only  abandon  with  the  life- 
blood  that  warms  my  veins.     Pardon  me, 
illustrious  shades  who  founded  the  splen- 
dour of  the  house  of  Waltham  !     It   is 
the  votary  of  honour  and  ambition  that 
seeks  an  alliance  with  your  descendants." 
The  grey  volumes  of  mist  which  pre- 
cede the  rising  of  the  sun,  rolled  over 
the  distant  hills  as  he  spoke.     The  streaks 
of  light  increased  in  the  east.     Each  foul 
minister  of  darkness  crept  to  the  shelter 
of  the   murky  wood,    or  slimy  cavern  ; 
while  the  eagle  and  the  kite  commenced 
their  tyrannous  reign,  and  swam  through 
the    midway    air    in    solitary    grandeur. 
F  5  The 
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The  grey  of  morning  was  at  hand  ! — 
Ciithbert  listened  ;  but  no  hint  was  given 
of  the  tread  of  human  feet  on  the  outer 
side  of  the  castle;  and,  within  the  build- 
ing, he  was  assured  that  all  the  vassals 
were  too  much  oppressed  with  the 
draughts  of  the  preceding  evening  to 
rise,  as  was  their  habit  in  more  sober 
seasons,  with  the  first  appearance  of  the 
morning  light.  For  a  few  minutes  he 
softly  paced  his  chamber,  and  then  ven- 
tured forth,  and  approached  the  intended 
place  of  meeting. 

He  passed  through  several  passages 
which  communicated  with  the  chambers 
of  courtly  guests  and  their  attendant 
pages ;  but  every  inmate  was  buried  in 
sleep,  and  exhausted  with  revelry.  Even 
ambition  slumbered  on  its  couch :  It 
was  love  alone  that  waked^   and  deemed 

the 
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the  softest  pillow  all  too  hard  for  repose 
and  forget  fulness. 

The  gallery  in  which  Cuthbert  was  to 
meet  Matilda  was  lighted  only  by  point- 
ed windows,  whose  massive  stone-work 
and  fretted  on>aments  intercepted,  at 
broad  noon,  one  half  of  the  efTulgence 
of  the  sun.  This  gallery  was  now  en- 
wrapped in  profound  gloom  ;  but  soon 
the  twitter  of  the  morning  birds,  as  they 
brushed  past  the  antient  casements,  and  a 
faint,  shadowy  sort  of  reflection  thrown 
on  the  prominent  objects  of  the  solitary 
place,  convinced  him  that  he  w^as  not  too 
early,  if  Matilda's  courage  were  able  to 
keep  pace  with  his  wishes. 

If  the  moments  had  been  numbered  by 

the  anxious  throbs  of  Cuthbert's  pulse, 

time  would  have  moved  rapidly  indeed. 

But  he  was  fated  to  behold  e^vch  v;eil- 

F  6  known 
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known  portion  of  the  gallery  rise  to  the 
eye  with  increasing  distinctness,  and  yet 
to  listen  in  vain  for  the  light  step  of  his 
promised  bride,  his  beloved  Matilda. 
His  solicitude^  fearfully  augmented  in 
every  minute  of  expectation  and  dis- 
appointment. The  blind  mole  could 
scarcely  listen  with  a  quicker  ear  than 
he ;  and  his  eager  eye  readily  penetrated 
every  fantastic  shadow  of  the  delusive 
distance. 

At  length,  a  door  gently  opened.  The 
sound  struck  on  his  heart !  He  involuiv 
tarily  stepped  forwards.  Two  female 
forms  appeared,  clad  in  white,  and  their 
faces  concealed  by  veils.  But  in  the  air 
of  one  there  was  so  much  softness,  so 
much  grace,  that  he  could  not  be  mis- 
taken— it  was  Matilda  ! 

He  fell  on  his  knee,  in  a  transport  of 

grateful 
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grateful  tenderness^  and  pressed  her 
hand  to  his  heart.  "  My  Matilda,  in- 
deed !"  cried  he  ;  ''  my  bride,  my  wife  ! 
Oh,  thought  too  exquisite  for  ex- 
pression V*  ^ 

''  Speak  not,  for  the  love  of  Heaven  1" 
returned  she ;  *'  my  trembling  limbs  al- 
most refuse  to  bear  me  to  you  !  The 
sound  of  a  human  voice — even  though 
it  be  yours — strikes  death  to  my  heart.'* 

He  silently  pressed  her  hand,  and  hur- 
ried towards  the  propitious  pannel. — 
"  You  note  the  objects  round  the  spot  at 
which  we  enter,  Matilda  ?*'  said  he. 
"  Observe  !  that  oratory  is  on  our  right, 
and  by  that  you  must  pass  to  regain  your 
chamber.'* 

''  I  note  it  well,**  replied  she,  faintly; 
*'  I  know  the  gallery  throughout. — Oh  ! 
jshall  I  ever  live  to  retread  it  !*' 

6  The 
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The  pannel  was  open^  before  she 
finished  speaking.  Twice  she  shuddered, 
and  drew  back ;  but  Cuthbert  gently 
urged  her  forwards ;  and^  attended  by 
Frawces,  they  entered  the  hidden  path- 
way. 

The  passage  w^as   sufficiently  wide  to 
allow  .Frances  to  assist  in  supporting  the 
tottering  frame  of  her  lady  ;  and,  though 
the  way  was  dark,  they  trod  with  expe- 
dition, for  every  winding  of  the  avenue 
was  familiar  to  Cuthbert.     ''  This  pas- 
sage,'' said   he,  anxious  to  beguile   the 
apprehensions  of  Matilda,  "  was  formed 
for  the  purpose  of  affording  safe  egress 
to  the  inhabitants  of  the  castle,  in  tin^e 
of  war.     Thrice  happy  was  the  forbear- 
ance of  him    who  left  it  open   for  the 
uses  of  this  hour  !     Tread  with  security, 
beloved  Matilda  I    The  avenue  is  known 

to 
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to  few,  and  scarcely  ever  entered.  Not- 
even  a  shadow  of  danger  is  likely  to  mo- 
lest our  steps." 

But  every  consoling  effort  was  vain, 
and  the  frequent  sighs  of  Matilda,  more 
painful  from  her  endeavours  to  suppress 
them,  spoke,  in  language  far  too  in- 
telligible, the  weight  of  misery  by  which 
she  was  oppressed. 

Never  did  path  seem  more  tedious 
than  this  to  the  impatience  of  Cuthbert 
and  the  agonizing  fear  of  his  companion. 
The  terror  of  Frances  produced  a  vacan- 
cy of  thought,  so  nearly  resembling  the 
composure  of  fortitude,  that  her  de- 
meanor was  not  altogether  without  the 
effect  of  stimulating  some  little  portion 
of  self-command  in  the  breast  of  her 
mistress. 

At  lengthy    the   increasing   ascent  of 

their 


1  I  S  AN   OI,D  FAMILY  LEGEND. 

their  footsteps  convinced  Culhbert  that 
they  approached  the  mouth  of  the  pas- 
sage. A  faint  ray  of  light  succeeded^ 
aiid  he  joyfully  beheld  the  stone  cover- 
ing ^vhich  guarded  the  secret  entrance. 
He  lifted  it  with  caution ;  and^  removing 
the  brambles  and  wild  underwood  which 
grew  in  profusion  over  the  unheeded 
spot,  he  examined  anxiously  each  recess 
of  the  dingle  in  which  the  entrance  was 
placed.  When  cbnvinced  that  none  but 
themselves  were  near,  he  conducted  the 
shuddering  adventurers  from  their  con- 
cealment. 

The  monastery  of  St.  Ambrose  was 
close  at,  hand,  and  father  Laurence  had 
mentioned  the  part  by  which  they  should 
enter,  and  had  taken  precautions  for  re- 
moving every  impediment  to  their  secret 
admittance.     The  father  met  them  at  the 

portal. 
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portal.  His  face  was  concealed  by  his 
cowl,  but  his  agitation  was  too  potent 
for  diso^uise.  His  breast  heaved  with 
convulsive  ardor  ;  every  limb  shook  with 
emotion  ;  and  he  seemed  more  in  need 
of  support  even  than  the  trembling  Ma- 
tilda, when  she  first  ventured  on  the 
gloomy  terrors  of  the  excavated  passage. 

"  We  come,  father/'  said  Cuthbert^ 
'^  to  claim  your  promise,  and  to  crave  a 
blessing  on  the  sacred  bands  which  al- 
ready unite  our  hearts/' 

'*  Even  so  !"  replied  the  father  ;  ''  and 
perilously  do  the  communicants  need  a 
blessing,  who  venture  to  this  august 
shrine  without  a  parent  to  sanctify  the 
steps  by  which  they  approach  !  But 
weep  not,  lady  !  An  old  man,  wha stands, 
clad  in  the  holy  cinctures  of  religion, 
'between  your  God  and  you,  may  be  well 
\  allowed 
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allowed  to  entertain  scruples,  and  be 
subject  to  fears,  which  even  innocence 
overlooks  when  frailty  veils  the  eyes  in 
mists,  and  feeling  triumphs  over  judg- 
ment. Approach  !  The  God  to  whom 
we  are  about  to  kneel  is  a  God  of  pity  1" 

They  proceeded  to  the  chapel,  and 
advanced  to  the  altar.  The  holy  church- 
man now  withdrew  his  cowl,  and  was 
about  to  take  the  hand  of  Matilda,  when 
she  started  back,  and  throwing  herself  on 
the  neck  of  Frances,  exclaimed,  '^  Oh  God! 
is  it  my  father  that  I  see  ?** 

Cuthbert  was  amazed  at  the  exclama- 
tion ;  and  yet,  in  the  look  assumed  by 
father  Laurence,  now  that  agitation  had 
somewhat  altered  the  character  of  his 
countenance,  he  almost  fancied  that  he 
saw  a  sufficient  resemblance  to  warrant 
the  apprehension  of  Matilda. 

<'  Ah> 
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"  Ah^  lady  !"  said  the  holy  man,  with 
k  mournful  air/  ''  is  conscience  so  active 
in  your  bosom  that  you  believe  you  see 
a  father  even  In  th©  prlesit  who  m  about 
to  give  away  your  hand  without  his  ap- 
provance  ?  Be  of  courage  !  the  terror 
of  his  glance  is  present  only  to  your 
heart.'* 

Thus  assured,  Matilda  knelt  to  father 
Laurence,  and  implored  his  blessing.— 
"  Ah,  holy  father  !"  said  she,  in  a  voice 
almost  smothered  by  the  tears  which 
streamed  down  her  cheeks,  ''  I  feel  that 
guilt  like  mine  can  never  hope  for  earth- 
ly pardon.  Oh,  say  !  does  my  heart 
mislead  me  when  I  dare  to  look  for 
jnercy  from  him  who  knows  every  devi- 
ous thought  of  my  anguished  breast  ?" 

*^  If  such  were   my  opinion,  hapless 

daughter/' 


}16  AN   OLD  FAMILY  LECENJJ. 

danghter,"  replied  the  priest^  ''I  should 
stand  prepared  to  launch  at  you  the 
'  anathema  of  the  church  ;  but  I  am  ready 
to  impart  the  comfort  of  its  benediction. 
Mortality  was  formed  weak,  that  good 
angels  might  be  rewarded  by  the  exercise 
of  compassion  :  Soft  fall  the  dew  of  pity  > 
which  they  shed  on  your  gentle  fore* 
head  r 

Pie  approached  the  altar;  he  unfoldetl 
the  inspired  volume,  and  was  about  to 
speak,  but  his  trembling  lip  refused  its 
office,  and  an  ashy  paleness  overspread 
his  cheek.  He  leant  for  support  on  the 
holy  table,  and  ejaculated  earnestly, 
*'  Oh  God  i  support  me  through  the  trial 
of  this  hour  !  If  it  be  an  hour  of  error, 
father  of  justice  !  on  me  let  loose  the 
vengeance  of  thy  displeasure,  and  punish 

not 
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not  this  innocent  for  the  work  of  my 
presumptuous  hand.  It  is  I — I  only  that 
am  the  sinner  !'* 

With  his  hands  folded  on  his  breast,  he 
ruminated  deeply  for  a  short  time,  and 
his  lips  frequently  moved,  as  if  he  were 
employed  in  inward  ejaculations.  Then, 
he  turned  to  his  youthful  supplicants, 
and  mildly,  but  with  firmness,  said,  ''  My 
children,  lam  ready  !  The  church  opens 
its  arms  to  unite  you  for  ever." 

The  vo' 's  which  Matilda  now  tendered 
at  the  shrine  were  purified  with  tears 
which  proceeded  from  the  deepest  re- 
cesses of  her  heart;  and,  surely,  the 
beauty  of  his  bride,  and  the  gentle  flush 
of  tenderness  which  mantled  on  her 
cheek,  pleaded  an  excuse  for  the  irreve* 
rent  boldness  with  which  Cuthbert 
snatched  her  hand  to  his  bosom^  and  pre- 
sumed 
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sumed  to  call  her  wife,  in  opposition  to 
the  interested  views,  of  oppression  and 
turpitude  ? 

When  the  ceremony  was  concluded, 
father  Laurence  stepped  from  the  altar, 
and   pressing  the   hands  of  Matilda  and 
Cuthbert,  he  silently  breathed  the  bless- 
ing of  his  own  good  wishes  on  their  in- 
auspicious union.     ''  Ah,  'my  children  T' 
said  he,  ''  dimly  shines  the  sun  on  such 
hasty  nuptials  as  we  have  now  celebrated. 
The  ardent  hopes  of  early  youth  picture 
each  fair  blossom  of  the  blushing  spring 
as  bedight  in  new  charms  for  the  honour 
of  a   bridal  morn.     But,   lo  I    when  this 
unhallowed  sun  rose,  the  flowers  dropped 
their  heads,  and    every   bird  forgot  its 
song  : — Nature  mourns  over  the  blighted 
rituals  which  are  unblessed  by  a  parent's 
smile." 

''  Forbear, 
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*'  Forbear,  most  good  and  most  re- 
vered father  !"  exclaimed  Cuthbert. — 
*'  Ah,  see  !  you  have  stifled  the  rising 
comfort  of  hope  on  the  lip  of  my  new- 
made  wife.  Sweetest  Matilda  i  lift  that 
face  from  which  innocence  might  bor- 
row new  beauties,  and  elegance  fresh 
grace.  It  is  Cuthbert  that  speaks  !  Dear 
Malilda  !  it  is  your  husband  that  calls  on 
you.'* 

At  this  tender  summons  she  rose  from 
the  bosom  of  Frances ;  but,  in  the  next 
moment,  covered  her  face  with  her 
hands,  and  fell  on  her  knees  at  the  f^eet 
of  father  Laurence. 

''  Poor  prostrate  blossom  !"  ejaculated 
the  priest,  *'  is  this  the  consummation 
of  thy  hopes  ?  Sweet,  forlorn  child  I 
lovely  bud,  that  shot  forth  in  all  the 
blushing   pride   of  vernal  beauty  only 

to 


120  AN  OLD  FAMILY  LEGEND. 

to  meet  the  bitter  unkindness  of  r,  north* 
ern  tempest  !  lift  thy  fair  head  !  Hope 
%vaves  its  garland.  Even  Alpine  storms 
have  a  termination.  The  hand  of  judg- 
ment is  tender  when  it  touches  a  fallen 
fiower/; 

He  raised  the  lovely,  but  weeping 
bride  of  Cuthbert,  and  lightly  stamped 
on  her  forehead  the  kiss  of  hope  and 
commiseration. 

*'  Come,  my  child  '/'  said  he,  *'  the 
banquet  is  wanting  that  ought  to  grace 
the  blessing  of  this  hour.  Ko  bridemaids 
wait  to  strew  with  flowers  the  path  which 
leads  you  from  the  altar:  no  hall  is 
open  to  reveal  the  splendid  banners  of 
the  house  which  oave  vou  birth  :  the 
voice  of  gratulation  is  mute  !  What, 
then,  shall  supply  the  place  of  these  ?— 
innocence  of  heart  and  firmness  of  soul. 

Take 
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Take  tl*em,  fair  daughter  !  to  your  pil- 
low. Sweet  are  the  dreams  which  they 
will  bestow  on  your  slumbers  ;  and, 
when  you  wake,  they  shall  guide  you 
through  all  the  devious  perils  of  the 
day,  and  deck  with  flowers,  far  brighter 
than  those  of  bridal  garlands,  the  narrow 
path  that  leads  you  to  the  mansions  of 
the  good  made  perfect.*'  ^ 

The  sun  had  now  surmounted  the  high 
liillsin  the  east.  Lovely  were  the  effects 
of  its  advance  over  the  varied  landscape 
dependant  on  the  castle  of  Waltham. 
The  gay  birds  rose  at  its  summons,  the 
fawns  gambolled  over  the  heath,  and  lick- 
ed the  glittering  dew  from  each  swelling 
blade  of  the  luxuriant  sward  : — The  rising 
of  the  sun  is  nature*s  holiday  !  But,  ah  ! 
the  gauds  of  morning  shone  drearily 
over  the  spires  of  Si.  Ambrose. 

VOL.  II.  G  Behold 
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Behold  the  priest,  clad  in  the  sacred 
vestments  of  the  Roman  faith,  his  black 
stole  descending  to  his  feet,  a  cross  and 
rosary  suspended  from  his  neck  !  Mark 
the  pensive  furrows  of  his  cheek,  and 
the  few  grey  hairs  which  stray  grace- 
fully over  his  forehead  !  He  stands  be- 
tween a  youthful  form,  of  such  manly 
beauty  that  the  sculptor  of  an  Apoll^ 
might  take  it  for  a  model,  and  a  female 
more  lovely  and  attractive  than  either 
pencil  or  pen  could  aptly  describe,  since 
the  one  could  only  present  her  form, 
the  other  her  mind.  Should  any  thing 
be  wanting  to  complete  the  touching 
charms  of  her  appearance,  remember 
that  the  hour  in  which  you  view  her  has 
made  her  a  bride  !  Ah  !  see  the  youth 
fold  her  to  his  breast !  Note  the  half- 
reluctant  grace  with  which  she  yields  to 

bis 
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iiis  pressure.  Therij  observe  the  priest^ 
with  cool  and  sacred  earnestness^  inter- 
fere. He  takes  the  bride's  hand,  and 
motions  to  tiie  door.  The  faithful  at- 
tendant on  the  lady  endeavours,  with 
tears,  to  urge  the  youth's  departure. 
Again  the  priest  speaks.  He  looks  alter- 
nately at  each,  and  to  each  addresses 
j^ords  of  considerable  length.  Ah !  sure, 
they  are  words  of  comfort,  are  promises 
of  protection  ?  for,  see  !  the  youth  sum- 
mons his  fortitude;  he  flings  the  drop 
from  his  cheek  ;  and  suffers  the  priest  to 
lead  the  lady  from  the  chapel.  She 
turns,  when  she  reaches  the  arched  door- 
way, and  bursts  into  tears.  The  youth 
darts  forward ;  but  the  door  closes,  and 
they  are  gone. 

Such,  was  the  scene  to  be  witnessed, 

at  rise  of  morn,  in  the  monastery  of  St. 

G  2  Ambrose. 
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Ambrose.  When  that  ceremony  was 
concluded  which  rendered  the  fates  of 
Cuthbert  and  Matilda  inseparable,  father 
Laurence  insisted  on  the  youth's  imme- 
diate departure ;  but  Cuthbert  peremp- 
torily refused  to  quit  the  monastery  until 
assured  that  Matilda  was  restored  in  safety 
to  the  gallery  bordering  on  her  cham- 
ber :  and  Matilda  as  earnestly  pressed  for 
information  respecting  the  way  in  which 
she  was  to  receive  intelligence  from 
Cuthbert  during  his  long  absence.  Father 
Laurence  was  ready  with  assurances  for 
both.  He  consented  that  Cuthbert 
should  not  depart  until  he  returned  with 
an  account  of  the  safety  of  Matilda,  and 
he  promised  Matilda  that  he  would  him- 
self receive  and  submit  such  letters  as 
Cuthbert  might  address  to  her.  He  re- 
quested her  to  approach  frequently,  and 
6  v^ith 
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with  confidence,  the  chapel  of  St.  Am- 
brose; since  no  untoward  suspicions 
could  possibly  arise  from  her  visits  to  a 
shrine  once  much  honoured  and  con- 
stantly attended  by  her  departed  mother. 
And,  in  conclusion,  he  vowed  fidelity  and 
affection  to  both,  while  honour  permit- 
ted him  to  extend  friendship  and  support 
to  their  presumptuous  fortunes. 

Never  had  the  pavement  of  the  monas- 
tery been  trodden  by  such  anxious  steps 
as  those  in  which  Cuthbert  paced  along 
its  northern  aisle,  while  waiting  for  the 
return  of  father  Laurence  !  Though 
time  flew  with  a  heavy  pinion,  it  did  not 
fail  to  bring  the  minute  of  the  father's  re- 
appearance; and  then,  after  Cuthbert  had 
finally  arranged  the  mode  of  correspond- 
ence, he  received  the  adieu  of  the  good 
priest  (bestowed  with  tears)  and  departed. 
G  3  CHAP, 
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CHAP.  VI. 

In  the  appointment  of  a  confidential 
agent  to  the  court  of  Spain,  king  Henry 
appeared  to  have  attained  the  chief  ob- 
ject of  his  visit  to  Waltham  castle.  Not 
many  hours  after  Cuthbert  commenced 
his  journey,  the  king  gave  notice  of  his 
intention  to  depart.  My  lord  of  Wal- 
tham exhibited  much  concern  on  being 
acquainted  with  the  king's  resolution  ; 
but  courtiers,  and  courtly  barons,  have 
ever  an  abundant  portion  both  of  grief 
and  joy  ready  moulded  for  the  homage 

of 
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of  sovereignty  ;  and  whether  it  be  one 
or  the  other  that  occasion  demands,  the 
lip  only  knows  a  difference^  the  heart  re- 
mains the  same. 

Henry  was  much  too  jovial  a  visitant 
to  quit  the  hospitable  walls  of  the  antient 
castle  until  he  had  emptied  a  brimming 
goblet  to  the  prosperity  of  his  host,  and 
had  seen  the  draught  reverently  pledged 
by  the  liberal  earl.  He,  likewise,  par- 
took of  a  slight  collation  in  the  hall ; 
that  is  to  say,  he  ate  a  part  of  four  ve- 
nison pasties,  six  chines  of  mutton,  and 
a  baron  of  beef.  After  which  he  bade 
adieu  to  the  inhabitants  of  Waltham, 
and  prepared  to  take  horse.  When  it 
was  Matilda's  turn  to  approach  the  mo- 
narch, and  receive  the  honour  of  his 
farewell  compliments,  Henry's  face  beam- 
ed with  gallantry  and  satisfaction. — ■ 
G  4  "  Mother 
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"  Mother  of  the  saints  !"  cried  he,  ''  this 
is  an  adieu  that  comes  unwilJingly,  and 
with  tardiness,  from  the  visitor's  lip. 
Fare  thee  well  !  sweet  rose  of  Waltham. 
God  send  that  no  speedy  exigency  de- 
mand the  warlike  efforts  of  our  train  ! 
for  little  reliance  can  we  place  on  the 
arms  of  men  who  have  been  compelled 
to  leave  their  hearts  behind  them.  Sir 
Everard  Anhaiilt  !  the  quickness  of  your 
glance  is  not  unheeded.  Ee  proud  ! — 
A  m.onarch  might  envy  the  colour  of 
your  destiny.'' 

The  first  part  of  this  speech,  and  the 
notice  which  it  attracted,  caused  deep 
confusion  to  the  sensitive  delicacy  of 
Matilda  ;  but  the  latter  remark  over- 
whelmed her  with  pain  and  regret.  She 
curtseyed  her  thanks  to  the  condescend- 
ing sovereign,  and  the  arm  of  lady  Gili- 

bert. 
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herty  who,  with  much  dignity,  now 
took  leave  of  the  king,  alone  saved  her 
from  sinking,  in  an  agony  of  grief,  at 
Henry's  feet. 

Now  the  king  mounts  his  proud  and 
neighing  steed.  The  procession  files 
from  the  castle.  The  artillery  sound  a 
royal  salute ;  and  the  band  strike  a 
flourish  !  The  regal  guest  is  gone  !  and 
temporary  tranquillity  takes  place  of  all 
the  bustle  and  all  the  revelry  in  which 
the  inmates  of  Waltham  had  been  latterly 
engaged.  But  sir  Everard  Anhault,  and 
several  of  the  knights  who  had  accom- 
panied him,  still  remain,  to  the  unspeak- 
able distress  and  surprise  of  Matilda. 

After  the  departure  of  the  king,  smiles 
no  longer  lent  apparent  suavity  and  con- 
tentment to  the  lip  of  earl  Rowland. 
The  eye  must  have  been  careless  indeed 
G  5  which 
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which  overlooked  the  trouble  expressed 
in  his  countenance ;  and  he  shortly  re- 
tired to  the  seclusion  of  his  chamber, 
but  with  a  promise  of  meeting  his  guests 
in  the  hall  at  the  hour  of  banquet. 

To  the  privacy  of  her  own  room  Ma- 
tilda, likewise,  retired,  in  sorrow  less 
turbulent  and  keen,  but  perhaps  equally 
deep  and  afflictive.  Falling  on  a  chair, 
she  leant  her  head  oh  the  shoulder  of 
her  sympathising  attendant,  and  cele- 
brated, with  unrestrained  tears,  the 
woeful  hours  of  this  her  bridal  morn. 
The  tender  efforts  of  Frances  to  console 
and  re-assure  her  fell  on  a  listless  ear, 
and  never  reached  the  heart.  She  che- 
rished the  despondency  which  assailed 
her,  and  borrowed  a  gloomy  delight 
from  the  utter  hopelessness  of  her  de- 
jection.    Her  imagination  followed  the 

far- 
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far-distant  steps  of  the  traveller  whom  it 
was  now  a  religious  duty  to  reverence^ 
and  the  novel  sanctity  af  the  prayers 
which  she  tendered  for  his  safety  afford- 
ed the  single  circumstance  capable  of 
assuaging  the  agony  of  her  reflections. 

It  was  with  difficulty  that  she  obtained 
permission  to  absent  herself  from  the 
party  assembled  in  the  hall  at  the  hour 
of  dinner.  Twice  the  earl  sent  to  re* 
quest  her  presence ;  but,  on  her  persist- 
ing in  an  account  of  real  indisposition, 
she  was,  at  length,  permitted  to  indulge 
her  melancholy  in  privacy. 

Attended  by  Frances,  she  walked,  for 
a  short  time,  on  a  part  of  the  rampart 
that  was  farthest  from  the. halls  of  state 
entertainment.  The  fortified  barriers  of 
the  castle  were  no  longer  preserved  in  a 
state  of  defensive  hostility,  and  a  mound, 
G  6  covered 
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covered  with  green-sward,  was  raised  on 
this    part   of   the   rampart,   which  com- 
manded most  luxuriant  views  of  natural 
scenery.     It  had  been  a  favoured  walk 
with  her  mother.     Matilda  now  figured 
the  pensive  grace  with  which  that  be- 
loved parent  had  been  wont  to  tread  the 
soft  verdure  of  this  lovely  spot.     Then, 
the  hallowed  fane  of  St.   Ambrose  met 
her  eye,  as  it  rose  majestically  over  the 
high  beech    trees   of  the  neighbouring 
wood.     The  prospect,  joined   with   the 
ideas  it  excited,  caused  her  to  shudder  in 
mental  accusation.     She  could  not  sup- 
port the  view  of  the  pile  in  which  she 
bad  bestowed  her  hand  without  the  bless- 
ing  of    a   parent's    approvance,    while 
treading  over  the  once-loved  walk  of  a 
deceased  mother  ;  and  she  hastily  quitted 
the  spot,  and  entered  the  painted  gallery. 

She 
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She  sat  in  the  recess  of  a  window,  and 
cast  her  eyes  mournfully  round  the  de- 
corated place.  But  nearly  the  first 
object  that  she  beheld  was  the  portraiture 
of  her  mother,  which,  yet,  was  placed  in 
a  distant  part  of  the  gallery,  and  was 
rendered  more  than  ordinarily  obscure  by 
the  shadows  thrown  over  it  from  the 
effect  of  a  passing  cloud.  Her  mother's 
form  was  every  where  before  her,  for 
conscience  had  placed  it  in  her  heart, 
and  had  dressed  its  mild  and  pitying 
features  in  the  severity  of  rebuke  and  the 
sternness  of  admonition. 

She  was  unequal  to  the  conflict  raised 
in  her  bosom  by  the  dread  of  having 
been  betrayed  into  unpardonable  error. 
While  Cuthbert  was  near,  she  half  forgot 
that  she  was  sinking,  step  by  step,  into 
an  irretrievable  depth  of  imprudence; 

but. 
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but,  now  that  he  was  far  away,  and  re- 
flection had  scope  for  exercise,  without 
the  interference  of  feeling,  she  stood 
aghast  over  her  perilous  condition,  and 
would  have  given  worlds  to.  recal  those 
fatal  hours  which .  exposed  her  to  the 
agonizing  pangs  of  self-condemnation. 

She   approached    the   picture   of   her 
mother.     She  knelt  before  the  beloved 
resemblance,    and,    with    clasped   hands,, 
looked  towards  it  for  pity  and  forgive- 
ness.   She   dwelt  on.  each   feature ;  she 
longed  to  press  her  lip  to  that  imaged 
on  the  cold  and  senseless  canvas.     The. 
gentle  smile  of  the  countess  was  aptly 
copied  by  the  skilful  limner.     Trifles  ia- 
terest  the  distressed ;  even  this  pointless 
smile  soothed  Matilda's  sorrow  !    ''  Ah, 
yes  1"  she  exclaimed,  "  such  is  the  look 
of  tender  pity  with  which  a  sainted  mo- 
ther 
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ther  would  raise  her  lost  and  weeping 
child.  She  would  listen  to  the  story 
of  my  trials;  she  would  deeply  blame, 
but  not  withhold  her  pardon  from  my 
wanderings.  To  Heaven  and  thee,  gen-' 
tlest  spirit  of  my  revered  parent  !  I  fly 
for  succour,  and  feel  that  it  will  not  be 
denied  me/* 

Matilda  was  yet  on  her  knees  before 
the  picture  of  the  countess,  when  lady 
Gilibert  entered  the  gallery,  and  drew 
towards  her.  Matilda  hastily  arose,  but 
the  lady  Gilibert  paused  before  the 
painting,  and  silently  gazed,  for  a  time, 
on  its  expressive  features.  "  Beatified 
spirit  1"  said  she,  "  thou  speakest  even 
through  the  faint  and  dull  outlines  af 
this  inanimate  tablet  .''  Resume  your 
commune,  Matilda,  with  the   image  of 

the 
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the  saint  ;  the  whispers  of  your  guardian 
angel  are  conveyed  in  its  dictates/* 

''  I  would  fain  believe  so,**  replied 
Matilda  ;  "  for  mercy  and  consolation 
dwell  on  every  feature  that  stands  de- 
pictured there.** 

''  And  have  you  opened  the  whole  of 
your  heart  then,  Matilda,  at  this  shrine  ?** 
inquired  her  matron  relative.  "  But 
dismiss  your  attendant,  gentle  niece  I 
I  have  words  suiting  only  your  private 
ear." 

Jrances  immediately  withdrew,  though 
it  was  with  marked  and  painful  reluct- 
ance that  Matilda  saw  her  depart. 

''  My  child!**  said  lady  Gilibert,  tak- 
ing the  trembling  hand  of  the  conscious 
bride,  "  repair  with  me  to  the  support 
of  yonder  seat.  The  air  from  the  open- 
ed 
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cd  lattice  will  restore  that  bloom  upon 
your  cheek  which  once  was  the  delight 
of  her  who  gave  you  being.  Sit  down, 
Matilda.  Why  this  alarm  ?  My  words/' 
(and  she  looked,  with  a  scrutinizing  eye. 
On  the  face  of  her  niece)  "  are  not  cal- 
culated to  inspire  it  !" 

It  was  surprise,  and  not  terror^  that 
had  blanched  Matilda's  cheek,  and  had 
almost  robbed  her  knees  of  strength  to 
sustain  her  trembling  form.  With  the 
new  duty  incumbent  on  a  wife,  she  had 
assumed  some  portion  of  novel  courage  ; 
and  when  she  felt  that  she  could  no 
longer  suffer  singly,  she  was  determined 
to  oppose  every  adverse  circumstance 
with  stedfast  resolution. 

*^  Dear  niece  !*'  continued  lady  Gili- 
bert,  ''  I  have  lately  quitted  the  room 
in  which  the  earl  your  father  entertains 

a  chosen 
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a  chosen  band  of  knit^htly  visitants.  The 
banquetters  are  assemble**  in  that  hall 
which  is  graced  by  the  suspended  ban- 
ner of  earl  Philip.  Reflect  on  the  sen- 
sations to  which  I  must  be  subject  while 
that  hallowed  trophy  waved  over  my 
head  !  Heedless  of  the  jest  which  en- 
livened the  board,  or  the  courteous  gal- 
lantry of  those  around,  ipy  fancy  traced 
the  varied  scroll  of  my  past  fortunes. 
Again  I  blushed  a  bride,  I  smiled  a  mo- 
ther ! — and,  ah  !  again  I  wept  the  tears 
of  early  widowhood,  and  sighed  anew 
over  the  unknown  grave  of  a  treasured 
husband  !  The  sun  of  my  life  rose  in 
sorrow.  Once,  for  a  short,  short  date, 
my  good  angel  dispersed  the  black  freez- 
ing clouds  of  fate,  and  heaven  stood  re- 
vealed in  all  the  brightest  splendor  of 
its    charms;    but    the    tempest    was   at 

hand  t 
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hand  !  it  rose  in  murmurs ;  it  increased 
to  thunder !  Ah,  Philip,  my  husband  ! 
and  thou,  sweet  withered  blossom,  whose 
baby  loveliness  is  yet  fresh  in  my  re- 
membrance !  even  now  my  vacant 
heart  seeks  you,  from  risj?  of  morn  to 
fall  of  eve,  and  hears  your  summons  in 
every  whispering  wind  that  steals  over 
the  face  of  day." 

Matilda  pressed  the  hand  of  her  aunt, 
in  speechless  sympathy,  and  mingled  her 
tears  with  those  which  flowed  down  the 
mourner's  cheek. 

*'  Yes,  dear  niece!"  said  the  lady, 
resuming  dejected  composure,  "  such 
you  know  to  be  the  sad  legend  of  mt/ 
days  !  and  now,  like  a  wretched  mariner, 
cast  on  some  chill  and  unkindly  shore,  I 
strive  to  snatch  one  solitary  treasure  from 
the  wreck,    to  be  my  all  of  consolation. 

Yoih 
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You,  Matilda,  form  the  jewel  at  which 
I  grasp  !  Oh,  let  me  not  fall  prostrate, 
without  one  comfort,  on  the  desart  of 
affliction !" 

"  The  tenderest  of  my  services  arc 
your  due,  most  kind  aunt_,  most  liberal 
friend  !"  replied  Matilda.  "  May  mine 
be  the  hand  that  comforts  your  moment 
of  deepest  sorrow  1" 

''  Ahj  soothing  periods!"  exclaimed 
lady  Gilibert.  ^'  But  tenderness  is  not 
all  I  would  exact  from  your  duty.  A 
firmer  token  of  affection  is  now  required 
at  your  hands.  Matilda,  you  must  for- 
get Cuthbert  1" 

*'  My  vow  forbids  its  possibility,'*  re- 
turned Matilda,  with  mild  fortitude. 

'^  The  vows  of  thoughtless  children, 
extorted  by  artifice  or  passion,**  said  the 
aunt,  '^  are  binding   only  while  sanity 

slumbers. 


AN  OLD  FAMILY  LEGEND.  HI 

slumbers^    or  before  good  sense  becomes 
mature.     Listen,    dear     niece,     and   be, 
indeed,  a  Waltham,  while  you  reflect  on 
what  I  have  to  disclose.     An  hour  before 
the    banquet   of  this  day   comnnenced, 
your  father  requested  my  presence  in  the 
private  closet  of  his  chambers.     It  was 
there   that  he  informed  me  of  the  exist- 
ence of  high  and  potent  reasons  for  his 
wishing   your  immediate  union  with  a 
knight  whose  bearing  is   distinguished, 
though  still  it  is  remote  in  dignity  from 
the   blood   of   this  illustrious  house.     I 
know    not  the    imperative    motives   by 
which  the  earl   is  governed;    suffice  it 
they  are   insuperable.     Sir  Everard  An- 
hault,    sweet  niece  !    can  count  on   one 
side  an  antient  pedigree.     Ilis  maternal 
ancestor  was  noble  before  the  entry  of 

the 
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the  Normans  ;  and — he  is  chosen  by  the 
earl  your  father." 

Matilda  shuddered,  but  betrayed  no 
other  emotion.  **  Assuredly/'  said  she, 
*'  my  aunt  does  not  come  prepared  to 
recommend  the  suit  of  sir  Everard  An- 
hault  ?  Most  certainly,  she  would  not 
t:lesire  to  be  the  spectatress  of  such  a 
union!" 

**  It  is  the  wish  of  your  father  !"  re- 
turned lady  Gilibert;  ''  in  which  sen- 
tence stands  compressed  the  labour  of  a 
volume — and  that  be  my  reply." 

*'  Ah,  aunt!"  cried  Matilda,  ''  to  my 
father  I  owe  the  warm  pulse  that  beats  in 
my  heart,  and  spreads  animation  through 
my  frame.  But  a  superior  power  has 
shaped  the  wishes  and  affections  of  that 
heart.     It  was  not  formed,  then,  for  tacit 

obedience. 
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obedience.  This  is  the  solitary  point  on 
\vhich  I  must  deem  even  the  authority  of 
a  father  too  weak  to  prescribe  despoti- 
cally to  my  destiny." 

*'  And  yet,  my  untoward  niece  V*  said 
the  lady  Gilibert^  ''  such  has  not  al- 
ways been  the  maxim  of  the  daughters  af 
this  noble  house.  Some,  I  ween,  have 
been  deemed  as  fair  even  as  Matilda, 
the  heiress  of  the  ninth  earl ;  and  others 
have  shone  in  lettered  wisdom,  and  dis- 
pensed a  bright  light  through  the  dark 
circles  which  surrounded  them.  But  all 
have  believed  obedience  to  the  head  of 
their  native  house  the  most  exalted  vir- 
tue to  which  they  need  aspire.  Ah, 
niece  !  believe  me  to  mean  more  than 
I  express  when  I  say  that  my  heart  bleeds 
for  the  unhappy  fantasy  of  passion  into 
which  you  have  been  betrayed.     But  the 

moment 
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moment  has  arrived  for  you  to  rise  su- 
perior to  the  poetical  reveries  of  girlish 
weakness.  The  presumptuous  companion 
of  your  childish  fancies  is  gone — joy  and 
hope  accompany  his  footsteps,  so  they 
do  not  date  their  origin  from  the  cham- 
ber which  pilk)ws  your  head  !  Now, 
then,  kind  niece  !  return  to  the  accus- 
tomed spirit  of  your  noble  race.  Your 
father  must  be  obeyed  ;  then  Cuthbert 
must  be  forgotten.  Need  I  say  more  ? 
You  are  a  Waltham,  and,  as  such,  cannot 
act  ignobly.'' 

'*  I  am  a  woman  !"  sighed  Matilda, 
*'  and  heir  to  all  the  weakness  of  my  sex  ; 
but,  still,  I  trust  no  happier  female  that 
ever  bore  the  name  you  mention  so 
proudly,  would  have  cause  to  blush  for 
h^r  descendant,  while  she  mourned  over 
ber  adventurous  imprudence/' 

''  You 
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*'  You  speak  justly,"  said  lady  Gili- 
hert,  ''  if  your  words  relate  to  the  past : 
In  future  you  would  err  beyond  the 
reach  of  commiseration.  Adieu,  hapless 
niece  !  Repair  to  your  chamber,  and  re- 
flect on  the  command  of  your  father. 
It  would  be  new  in  the  annals  of  your 
house,  if  a  daughter  regarded  the  wish 
of  her  parent  with  neglect  or  con- 
tumely.'* 

To  her  chamber  Matilda  did  repair, 
and  steeped  with  tears  that  bridal  pillow 
to  the  consecration  of  which  she  did  not 
dare  to  implore  the  presence  of  her 
ijuardian  ano;el. 


YOL.   II.  H  CHAP. 
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At  an  early  hour  of  the  succeeding 
morning,  Matilda  repaired  to  the  mo- 
nastery of  St.  Ambrose.  From  her  con- 
ference with  father  Laurence,  she  derived 
all  the  comfort  which  religious  hope  and 
chastened  feeling  are  capable  of  impart- 
ing. He  recommended  her  to  persevere 
with  coolness  in  her  opposition  to  the 
suggestions  of  lady  Gilibert,  and  appear- 
ed to  listen  with  much  interest  to  her 
account  of  the  power  possessed  by  earl 
Rowland  over  the  opinions  of  his  widow- 
ed 
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ed  sister.  He  repeated  the  promise  of 
his  protection ;  and  though  the  name  of 
Cuthbert  only  once  fell  from  his  lips,  he 
then  mentioned  him  as  Matilda's  husband. 
It  was  the  first  time  that  the  title  had 
sounded  on  her  ear  !  A  thousand  new 
duties  and  fresh  affections  seemed  to 
take  their  dates  from  that  moment.  She 
blushed ^deeplv;,  and  the  mingled  tender- 
ness and  confusion  which  beamed  through 
the  hectic  of  her  cheek  v/ould  have  call- 
ed a  sigh  from  any  other  breast  than  one 
so  old,  and  so  free  from  earthly  vanity, 
as  that  of  father  Laurence. 

When  Matilda  returned  from  the  mo- 
nastery, she  entered  the  painted  gallcrv  ; 
and  while,  she  reclined  on  a  scat,  near 
one  of  the  windows,  and  imbibed  the 
fresh  air  which  streamed  over  the  soft 
and  verdant  undulations  of  the  park,  she 
II  e  took 
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took  from  her  bosom  the  faded  flowers 
which  Cuthbert  had  presented  on  the 
morning  of  their  nuptials,  and  pressed 
them  to  her  lips  with  reference  and 
ardour.  Her  kiss  was  yet  rivetted  to  the 
unconscious  token  of  a  new  husband's 
tenderness,  when,  looking  up,  she  be- 
held the  form  of  earl  Rowland,  who  was 
already  at  no  great  distance  frgm  the 
Avindow  by  which  she  was  seated.  The 
haste  and  confusion  with  which  she  se- 
creted the  object  of  her  fondness,  were 
too  evident  to  be  overlooked  by  the 
keen  glance  of  the  earl  ;  but  he  took  no 
notice  of  the  discovery,  and  silently  sat 
down  beside  his  trembling  daughter.  So 
great  had  lately  been  the  hurry  of  gal- 
lantry, and  se  unceasing  the  succession 
of  amusements,  within  the  halls  of  the 
castle,  that  Matilda  had  not  been  favour- 
ed 
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ed  with  a  moment's  conversation  by  the 
€arlj  since  she  had  witnessed  the  terriiic 
scene  to  which  he  had  been  exposed,  at 
dead  of  night,  by  the  malignant  inter- 
position of  sir  Everard  Anhault.  The 
appalling  features  of  that  dreadful  hour 
now  rushed  on  her  recollection.  She 
timidly  surveyed  the  face  of  her  father, 
which  was  pale,  and  clouded  by  trouble. 
In  the  reflections  of  an  instant  she  re- 
traced the  whole  history  of  her  own 
actions  since  the  hour  of  her  father's 
peril.  The  conflict  of  her  emotions 
overwhelmed  her,  and  she  f'eU  at  the  earFs 
feet,  and  bathed  his  hands  with  tears  of  ^ 
agony. 

Earl  Rowland  placed  the  acuteness  of 

her  sorrow  entirely  to  the   account   of 

the  disclosure  which   had   been  made  to 

H  3  her. 
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her,  on  the  preceding  day,  by  lady  Giii- 
bert,  and  his  voice  faltered  as  he  said, 
*'  Rise,  Matilda  !  your  tears  amaze  and 
offend  me.  Rise,  and  resume  your 
seat.*' 

"  Not  till  yon  have  spread  your  bless- 
ing on  my  head,  revered  father  !"  sobbed 
Matilda.  "  It  is  long  since  we  met. — 
Bless  your  daughter,  and  she  will  venture 
to  rise  to  your  arms  !" 

"  JMt/  blessing  \"  murmured  the  earl, 
in  a  hollow  voice,  and  with  a  look  of 
gloomy  melancholy  :  "  Ah,  wretched 
child  !  is  that  the  fruitless  boon  you  have 
to  beg  ?  But,  take  it;  it  is  yours.  May 
you  be  happy  !  if  happiness  indeed  can 
be  the  offspring  of  my  wishes  !  And, 
now,  no  longer  remind  me  of  misery, 
by  the  appearance  of  dejection.   I  would 

see 
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tte  all  the  world  in  smiles,  that  I  might 
strive  to  catch  the  colour  of  a  joyous 
complexion.*' 

''  May  smiles  ever  dwell  on  the  lip 
that  blesses  me!"  cried  Matilda,  *'  and 
joy  again  find  its  favourite  seat  on  my 
father's  cheek  V 

*'  Child,  child!"  exclaimed  the  ear!, 
with  a  wildness  in  his  look  that  almost 
amounted  to  phrenzy,  '"  I  am  gay,  am 
joyous  !  Dare  you  insinuate  the  con- 
trary ?  Is  it  my  daughter  that  shall  pre- 
sume to  upbraid  me  ?" 

*'  Upbraid  you  !"  repeated  Matilda  ; 
''  oh,  my  father  !"  and  she  snatched  the 
earl's  hand,  and  pressed  it  fervently  to 
her  lips. 

Earl  Rowland  sighed.     ''  I  thank  you  1" 

said  he.    ''  Kiss  my  hand  again,  Matilda  ! 

H  4  Methinks 
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Methinks  a  daughter's  lip  (ools  the  burn- 
ing heat  of  my  palm/* 

He  rose^  and  walked,  for  a  time,  along 
the  matted   floor  of  the  gallery.     Then 
he  returned  to  the  window,    and  again 
sat  down.     ''   I  wanted  much  to  see  you, 
Matilda,"  said  he.     ''  The  lady  Gilibert 
has,  I  know,  unfolded  to  you  my  washes 
respecting    your   demeanor    to    sir — sir 
Everard — Anhault.      I    know    that    you 
expressed   surprise;    but   full  sure  lam 
that  my  daughter  is  prepared  to  submit 
to   my  wish^  when  she   knows  the  deli- 
berate firmness  with  which   it  has  been 
formed.     Sir  Everard   is   affluent;    and, 
haply,   Matilda  may   not  be  \\\e  heiress 
of  all  that  now  surrounds  her.     I  project 
a  speedy  marriage  for  myself,  when  you 
are   wealthily    allianced.      A    daughter's 

portion 
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portion  Is  but  scant,  who  sees  a  brother 
rise  to  represent  her  house." 

*'  And  does  my  father  think  that  I 
fear  comparative  humility  ?'*  said  Ma- 
tilda. "  If  consigned  to  poverty,  I  still 
should  be  happy,  so  that  you  would 
permit  me  to  share  your  love,  and  re-»  " 
main  in  attendance  on  your  person." 

The  earl  gazed  on  her  face  for  some  ' 
moments,  with  a  frovv^iing  severity  of 
examination  wbich  she  was  unable  to 
withstand.  '^  As  you  hope  for  peace," 
said  he  sternly,  *' awaken  not  a  train  of 
scorpion  suspicions  within  my  breast  ! 
You  seem  prepared  to  meet  poverty 
with  wondrous  fortitude  !  Matilda,  you 
know  my  wishes.  Add  one  mesh,  by 
headstrong  obstinacy,  to  the  tolls  which 
perplex  a  parent's  views  and  resolves, 
2nd  prepare  to  see  delirious  fury  occupy 
H  5  my 
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my  brow !  But  you  were  ever  gentle 
and  kind  !  Why  summon  I  the  frightful 
picture  of  a  daughter's  disobedience  ? 
No,  no  !  my  child  !  come  to  your  father's 
bosom  !**  (and  here  he  slightly  pressed 
fier  trembling  form  within  his  arms). 
*'  I  will  rely  on  you.  Speak  not,  my 
comforting  child  !  For  the  present,, 
farewell  !  We  meet  at  the  accustomed 
hour  of  repast.*' 

With  artful  haste  he  then  quitted  the 
gallery,  and  left  Matilda  the  dupe  of 
his  affected  confidence,  and  the  prey  of 
grief,  remorse,  and  self-abhowence. 

Her  inquietude  was  augmented  by  the  ' 
necessity  of  joining  the  banquet  pre- 
pared in  honour  of  sir  Everard.  Frances 
alone  assisted  in  attiring  her  in  the  plain 
robes  which  she  selected  for  the  use  of 
the  day;  alfid  this  tender  servitor  at- 
tempted 
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tempted  every  soothing  art  which  sim- 
plicity and  attachment  could  suggest ; 
but  such  is  the  natural  perversity  of  sor- 
ToWj  that  each  word  intended  for  com- 
fort did  but  increase  the  bitterness  of 
Matilda's  affliction. 

Lady  Gilibert  accompanied  her  to 
the  hall,  and  was  not  deficient  in  endea- 
vours to  console  and  fortify  her  mind 
for  the  exigencies  of  the  hour.  The  lady 
Gilibert  felt  sincere  pity  for  the  severity 
of  Matilda's  trial,  and  really  loved  her 
niece  with  genuine  warmth  of  affection; 
but  she  had' forgotten  those  finer  emo- 
tions of  the  heart  which  form  the  sole 
spring  of  action  in  the  bosom  ol"  the 
youthful-  Her  own  sorro-ws  were  truly 
potent  and  oppressive;  butj  from  con- 
tinually brooding  over  the  weight  of 
these,  in  melancholy  and  seclusion,  she 
hG  had 
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had  certainly  learned  to  deem  all  suffer- 
ings lenient^  and  all  disappointments 
trifling,  when  compared  with  those 
which  assail  the  wedded  and  maternal 
characters.  Thus,  she  imagined  much 
of  romance,  and  the  imbecility  of  girlish 
fancy,  to  be  blended  with  the  pungent 
distress  of  her  niece,  and  felt  assured 
that  Matilda  would  be  truly  grateful,  at 
a  future  period,  for  every  exertion 
which  she  now  made  to  prevent  her 
rom  encountering  the  dangers  which 
must  attend  the  prosecution  of  an  early 
and  unauthorised  attachment.  She,  like- 
wise, had  been  educated  in  an  extrava- 
gantly high  opinion  of  the  authority  of 
the  male  sex  ;  and,  as  the  wishes  of  her 
father,  ?.nd  afterwards  those  of  her  hus- 
band, always  chanced  to  move  in  unison 
with  her  own,  she  was  perfectly  satisfied 

that 
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that  a  principle  of  non-resistance  is  the 
most  estimable  virtue  that  can  dignify 
the  female  character. 

The  knights  were  assembled  when 
the  ladies  entered  the  hall^  and  sir  Eve- 
rard  immediately  took  the  hand  of  Ma- 
tilda^  and  led  her  towards  the  board. 
The  earl  himself  conducted  lady  Gili- 
bert,  and  the  banquet  commenced.  Earl 
Rowland  treated  his  daughter  with  fond 
distinction,  and  the  knights  vied  with 
each  other  in  gallant  attentions  ;  but  it 
was  evident  that  each  considered  sir  Eve- 
rard  Anhault  as  her  privileged  attendant, 
and  the  utmost  of  their  politeness  never 
exceeded  distant  courtesy. 

Matilda  beheld,  with  shuddering  dis- 
gust, the  man  whose  sword  had  been 
pointed  at  the  bosom  of  her  father.  She 
ventured,  through  some  short  moments, 
'^  to 


158  AN   OLD  FAMILY  L2GEND. 

to  contemplate  the   countenance  which 
was  so  replete  with  expression,  but,  yef, 
in  the  lines  of  which  no  noble  feeling* 
stood  depictured.      She  saw  pride,  sub-^ 
tlety,    and    depth    of  penetration  ;    but 
looked,    in    vain,    for    the  brilliancy  of 
honour   or  the  extension   of  liberality. 
Such,  at  least,   was  the  opinion  she  form- 
ed from  a  transient  examination.     But, 
be  it  not  forgotten,  that  she  looked  with 
eyes  accustomed   to    approve    another's 
features,  and  with  a  heart  whose  deepest 
afiTections    were   dedicated    to    another's, 
controul. 

In  the  graces  of  conversation  sir  Eve— 
rard  was  surpassed  by  few.  His  remarks'^ 
were  lively,  and  evinced  no  usual  accu- 
racy of  observation.  Had  even  Matilda* 
listened  to  him,  as  a  stranger,  she  must^ 
have  been  amused,  though  she  might  not- 

have 
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have  uniformly  coincided  with  his  opi- 
nions. But  she  now  regarded  him  with 
horror;  and,  when  he  presumed  to  touch 
her  hand,  nature  recoiled  from  his  pres- 
sure, and  she  shuddered  at  the  violation 
offered  to  the  right  of  a  husband  by  the 
intended  murderer  of  a  father  ! 

The  earl  affected  unusual  vivacity. 
He  passed  the  cup  gaily  round,  and, 
with  an  unwrinkled  brow,  solicited  the 
merriment  of  ail  about  him.  Perhaps,  a^ 
deep  observer  might  have  detected  agony 
in  his  gayest  smile  ;  but  mirth  was  the 
purpose  of  the  hour;  and  ordinary  was- 
sallers  seldom  feel  inclined  to  look  be- 
yond the  surface. 

It  was  not  till  after  the  goblets  had 
been  twice  emptied,  that  lady  Gilibert 
rose  to  withdraw;  and  then  sir  Everard 
gaily  proposed  that  the  revellers  should 

ac- 
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accompany  the  ladies  to  the  gallery;  and 
requested  the  earl's  permission  to  sum- 
mon the  minstrels  to  their  entertairj- 
ment;  but  Matilda  looked  piteously 
towards  her  father,  and  her  look  was  not 
unheeded  ;  for  earl  Rowland  well  knew 
his  daughter's  temper,  and  was  assured 
that  gentleness  might  win  what  obduracy 
could  not  command.  He,  therefore, 
prevailed' on  sir  Everard  to  abandon  his 
proposal,  and  the  revelry  continued 
after  the  ladies  quitted  the  hall. 

No  man  was  more  completely  master 
of  the  blandishments  of  festivity  than 
the  earl  of  Waltham.  He  now  exerted 
the  utmost  of  his  powers,  and,  encou- 
raged by  his  example,  the  jocund  song 
and  merry  legend  soon  enlivened  the 
board. 

But  the  flippant  joys  of  noisy  revelry 

did 
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did  not  appear  to  suit  the  mood  of  sir 
Everard  Anhault ;  and,  by  degrees,  he 
led  the  conversation  to  enterprizes  of 
ambition  and  advenUirous  stratagems  of 
war.  He  narrated  the  address  with 
which  he  conducted  a  midnight  band  to 
the  citadel  of  a  French  town  ;  and  dwelf^, 
without  shuddering,  on  the  massacre  that 
he  had  caused  among  the  sleeping  and 
careless  garrison.  Some  of  the  com- 
pany applauded,  with  an  ambitions  thirst 
of  slaughter,  this  sanguinary  feat ;  but 
one  knight  turned  indignantly  from  the 
murderous  tale,  and  talked  of  open  en- 
counters, and  brave  exposures  of  person 
to  the  flashing  swords  of  innumerable 
odds.  "  That  was  a  hard-fought  day,  as 
I  have  heard,  my  lord  of  Waltham,**  said 
this  knight,  ''  which  saw  your  ill-fated 
brother,   the  gallant   Philip,   sink  to  tiie 

earthy 
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earth,  to  rise  no  more.  It  was  under  the 
standard  of  the  emperor  Maximilian,  I 
believe,  that  earl  Philip  fought  ?'* 

"  It  was/'  returned  earl  Rowland. 
"  Philip,  my  lamented  brother,  you  well 
remember  to  have  been  one  of  the  most 
munificent  peers  of  the  realm.  Ah  ! 
happy  had  it  been  if  he  had  confined  his 
services  to  his  lawful  sovereign ;  but, 
alas  \  he  was  prodigal  of  valour  and  libe- 
rality. When  the  emperor  waged  his 
early  war  against  the  power  of  France, 
Earl  Philip,  my  much-regretted  brother, 
undertook  to  provide  in  his  cause  three 
men  at  arms,  each  attended  by  a  page 
and  custrel ;  eight  demi-lances  ;  twenty 
archers  on  foot,  and  ten  on  horseback. 
Himself  headed  the  adventurous  party, 
Alas !  who  came  back  to  hear  the  song 
of  victory  chanted    in   these  our  native 

halls? 
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halls  ?  I  weep  while  I  say  it  !  (Pardon 
my  tears;  I  cannot  repress  them  !  j — 
Only  one  human  being  !  I  took  him 
into  my  fondest  service  ;  butj  alas  I  with- 
in these  few  weeks^  Ansel m,  also,  has  de- 
parted;  and  now  the  gallant  band  all 
sleep  in  the  dust  !'* 

"  You,  I  think,  sir  Everarc^"  resumed 
the  knight,  ''  were  {^resent  at  the  des- 
perate encounter  ?'* 

*'  I  was,"  replied  he,  ''  as  a  volunteer 
under  the  immediate  notice  of  Maximi- 
lian, I  saw  the  gallant  earl  encompassed 
by  foe-men,  and  pressed  to  his  assist- 
ance, but  arrived,  alas  !  too  late.  I  re- 
moved him  from  the  field ;  the  spark 
of  life  seemed  nearly  extinct ;  and 
when '* 

''  Forbear  !"   interrupted  one  of  the 

company. 
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company.  *'  The  subject  oppresses  our 
kind  and  feeling  host.  Suffice  it,  earl 
Philip  died.     Peace  be  with  his  ashes  !" 

Several  of  the  revellers  endeavoured 
to  restore  the  chearful  tone  from  which 
all  present  had  unconsciously  departed. 
But  the  effort  was  without  success.  Long 
narrative^  and' sage  reflection,  drove  the 
laugh  and  song  far  from  the  altered 
board. 

Earl  Rowland  called  for  lights,  and 
ordered  a  fresh  course  of  wine  to  b'^ 
served.  Enlivened  by  the  tapers  on  the 
table,  and  the  flames  from  the  cressets, 
the  sumptuous  hall  shone  forth  in  all  its 
beauty.  The  delicate  carving  which 
enriched  each  segment  of  the  high  win- 
dows, the  clustered  ornaments  of  the 
arched  ceiling,  and  the  fine  mosaic-work 

of 
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x>f  the  pavement,  united  to  present  a 
striking  specimen  of  antique  grandeur 
and  baronial  magnificence. 

"  Peace  (as  was  said  by  him  who  last 
spoke)*'  observed  one  of  the  party,  "  be 
with  earl  Philip  !  I  lament  his  end;  but 
still  must  felicitate  our  present  enter- 
tainer on  his  accession  to  so  princely  a 
domain.  Surely,  this  venerable  castle  is 
one  of  the  noblest  piles  which  can  re- 
ceive the  English  monarch  in  the  whole 
course  of  his  progress  from  east  to  west ! 
Long  life,  and  bright  days  of  prosperity, 
attend  the  earl  of  Walrham  P' 

Each  reveller  quitted  his  seat,  to 
honour  the  toast;  and  none  bestowed 
the  benison  with  louder  emphasis  than 
sir  Evcrard  Anhault. 

*'  You  may  deride  my  weakness,  gra- 
cious banquetters,"    said   a  knight,  who 

sat 
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sat  at  the  lower  end  of  the  board,  ''  but 
I  am  free  to  own  that  I  can  never  ramble 
through  the  solemn  galleries  and  gloomy 
recesses  of  such  a  vast  old  edifice,  with- 
out experiencing  a  sort  of  religious  awe, 
which  creeps,  in  my  own  despite,  over 
the  better  part  of  my  heart,  and  leads 
my  fancy  to  the  strange  tales  told  by 
suspected  beldames  over  their  Christmas 
fire.  Sirs  !  I  have  travelled,  and  have 
met  with  those  who  have  been  weak  as 
myself,  but,  if  truth  may  be  placed  in 
the  assertions  of  mortal  man,  with  even 
more  reason." 

•'  Holy  St.  Austin  V*  exclaimed  the 
carl,  "  let  us  not  enter  on  the  ghostly 
legends  of  preaching  friars,  and  their 
midnight  auditory  !  Believe  me,  no 
spirits  infest  the  galleries  of  Waltham. 
Come,  my  jovial  compeers  !    replenish 

your 
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your  goblets  to  the  brim.  If  we  may 
trust  the  rustling  sound  that  brushes 
along  the  windows,  the  night  threatens 
to  be  stormy.  Be  it  our  care  to  keep 
gloom  and  foul  weather  from  chilling 
the  interior  of  this  honoured  abode," 

Big  drops  of  rain  did,  indeed,  now 
patter  against  the  painted  casements; 
and  a  hollow  wind  swept  over  the  ram- 
parts, and  bent  in  its  progress  the  stur- 
diest branches  of  the  nei^hbourino: 
forest. 

''  These  are  the  forebodings  of  a  tem- 
pest, on  my  conscience  !*'  said  one  of 
the  party  ;  "  and  night  seems  to  ap- 
proach at  an  earlier  hour  than  usual. 
Now,  in  good  faith,  tell  me,  most  learn- 
ed sir  Gervase  Goodricke  !  shall  you  not 
tremble  when  the  storm  whistles  over 
these  antient  battlements,  at  the  deadly 

hour 
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hour  of  one,  and  fancy  that  the  lamp 
^hows  a  blue  light  while  it  reveals  the 
massy  furniture  of  your  channber  ?*' 

''  It  might  be  that  I  could  see  the  dead 
walk  without  b^ing  scared,"  returned 
sir  Gervase.  "  You  jeer  me,  knights! 
Will  it  please  you  listen  to  a  brief 
tale?** 

*'  Oh,  the  story  by  all  means  !"  ex- 
claimed every  voice,  except  that  of  the 
earl ;  and  his  murmur  of  objection  was 
lost  in  the  noisy  assent  of  his  visitors. 

*'  I  was  travelling  in  the  lower  parts 
of  Devonshire,*'  said  sir  Gervase,  ''  in 
which  country,  you  may  know,  stands 
that  deserted  seat  of  my  ancestors,  of 
which,  and  all  the  spacious  lands  apper- 
taining to  it,  I  am  debarred  possession 
by  a  wily  and  injurious  relative.  The 
evening  was  growing  misty  as  I  ap- 
proached 
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proached  the  spot  so  dear  to  my  early 
remembrance  ;  and  I  lingered  over  every 
scene  till  the  increasing  darkness  con- 
fused the  turrets  of  my  native  mansion 
with  the  heavy  volumes  of  oak  which 
surround  them.  Still  I  was  fixed  to  the 
beloved  place.  I  listened  to  the  light 
tread  of  the  deer^,  as  they  wandered,  un- 
seeing and  unseen,  among  the  dark  tufts 
of  trees  which  are  spread  over  the  park, 
and  thought  of  my  father,  with  whom  I 
had  often  stood  on  the  very  spot  which 
I  then  occupied,  while  he  recounted 
the  exploits  of  my  aicestry,  and  lighted 
in  my  young  heart  the  flame  of  chivalric 
cnterprize.  My  father  was  one  of  the 
noblest  of  the  seventh  Henry's  warriors. 
I  loved  him  with  childish  fondness  when 
I  was  yet  a  man.  There  was  a  mvsterv 
attending  his  death,  which  all  my  efforts 
^'OL.  u.  I  could 
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could  not  disentangle.  Foul  play  was 
suspected,  but  could  not  be  proved :  I 
had  nothing  to  do  but  lament  his  end  ! 
Sirs  !  I  Ivave  termed  the  mansion  of  my 
predecessors  a  deserted  abode;  it  was, 
in  fact,  tenanted  only  by  a  vassal  of  my 
oppressor.  A  strange  wish  now  took 
possession  of  my  breast.  My  father  lay 
buried  in  the  adjacent  church  (a  pile  de- 
dicated to  St.  Catherine.)  I  knew  that 
the  vassal  maintained  in  the  family  re- 
sidence was  intrusted  with  a  key  to  the 
chancel  of  the  church,  and  1  (unknown 
to  any  beside  myself)  possessed  one  that 
opened  my  family  vault.  Sirs  !  I  deter- 
mined, even  at  this  dull  and  lonely 
hour  of  night,  to  enter  the  vault,  and 
pay  the  homage  of  my  tears  over  the 
coffin  of  my  father." 

•*  To  enter  the  vault  ?*'   repeated  one 

of 
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oi  the  listeners  :    "  Holy  mother  !    you 
could  not  be  so  rash  !" 

"  Surely,  my  boon  associates  \"  said 
carl  Rowland,  with  an  air  of  stifled  un- 
easiness and  trouble,  '^^  we  try  most  per- 
verse means  to  cheat  the  night  of  its 
horrors  !  Hark  !  the  storm  increases. 
The  driving  rain  has  all  the  fury  of  ad- 
vanced winter,  and  the  gusts  of  wind 
would  sweep  the  coving  from  battle- 
ments less  firm  than  ours." 

Heedless  of  this  interruption,  sir  Ger- 
vase  continued  to  speak.  *'  Vv'hen  my 
resolution  was  formed,"  snid  he,  *"'  I  tied 
my  horse  to  a  stake,  near  the  entrance  of 
the  comfortless  old  mansion,  and  sum- 
moned ihe  vassal,  by  whom  i  was  well 
known,  and  was  reverenced  as  the  unfor- 
tunate son  of  a  master  whom  he  had 
faithfully  served.  I  stop  not  to  picture 
I  ^2  his 
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his  surprise.  He  produced  the  key,  and, 
all  alonCj  and  regardless  of  the  solemn 
quiet  and  fearful  hour,  I  approached 
the  solitary  church  of  St.  Catherine. 

''  By  this  time,  the  moon  was  faintly 
rising  in  the  extreme  distance  ;  but  she 
yet  dispensed  no  rays,  and  her  remote 
and  glimmering  aspect  assumed  the  cha- 
racter of  a  streak  of  fire,  rising  from  the 
troubled  earth.  I  bore  in  my  hand  a  veiled 
light,  and  trod  among  the  grave-stones, 
with  religious  caution,  but  without  one 
pulsation  of  alarm.  I  approached  the 
heavy  door  of  the  church.  Even  now  I 
distinctly  remember  the  natural  shudder 
which  ran  through  my  veins  when  I  ven- 
tured to  turn  the  key,  and  slowly  push 
before  me  the  massive  door.  The  dead 
on  their  biers  could  not  be  more  quiet 
than  the  dark  aisles  of  this  solemn  place  ! 

I  held 
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I  held  up  my  light,  and  perceived^  droop- 
ing  in  undisturbed  serenity,  the  banners 
and  escutcheons  which  were  suspended 
from  the  walls.  My  heart  heaved  with 
quicker  throbs.  I  thought  of  receding; 
but  the  idea  of  my  father  rose  to  my 
fancy,  and  I  wiped  my  brow  and  enter- 
ed the  church.  In  the  anxiety  of  the 
moment,  I  closed  the  door;  but,  dis- 
daining the  timidity  that  seemed  con- 
nected with  stopping  to  re-open  it,  I 
quickly  proceeded.  I  trod  with  light- 
ness, for  my  footsteps  appeared  to  strike 
an  unusual  echo.  I  mistook  the  aisled, 
and  wandered  for  some  time  before  I 
found  the  entrance  to  our  vault,  Buf, 
at  length,  I  succeeded ;  and,  without 
waiting  for  reflection,  I  applied  the  key, 
and  lifted  the  small  door  that  lay  between 
me  and  the  dead. 

I  3  *'  I  paused 
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'*  I  paused  on  every  step,  for  a  vapoiiv 
rose  from  the  vault  which  oppressed  and 
rendered  me  faint.  I  had  not  far  to  de- 
scend before  1  stood  on  the  solid  earth} 
and  beheld  ranges  of  coffins,  one  piled 
above  the  other,  and  each  laden  with  the 
remains  of  an  ancestor. 

'*  My  light  was  so  weak  that  it  was  long 
before  I  found  the  sacred  coffin  which  i 
sought ;  but,  when  I  discovered  the  name 
and  honours  of  my  father  engraven  on 
the  plate  of  one  gloomy,  black  receptacle 
of  mortal  ashes,  how  great  was  my  emo- 
tion, how  fervent  the  tears  which  I  shed 
over  the  holy  vestment  I  all  fear  was 
banished  on  the  instant.  *  Sacred  spirit 
of  my  father  !*  exclaimed  I,  '  of  whom 
the  mouldering  bones  here  interred  are 
but  a  frail  memorial,  look  dawn  from 
the  mansions  of  bliss  !    Jf,   indeed,  foul 

practice 
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practice  hastened  thy  mortal  end,  now 
reveal  it  to  thy  son.  Supported  by 
good  angels,  he  here  stands  ready  to 
avenge  thy  wrongs/ 

''  I  had  scarcely  breathed  this  aspira- 
tion, when  I  perceived,    with  a  thrill  of 
horror,  that  a  part  of  the  coffin  lid  had  rot- 
ted, and  fallen  in.    The  impulse  of  the  in* 
stant  led  me  to  examine  the  inner  part  oF 
this  last  home  of  parental  tenderness.     I 
looked  ;  but,  ©h  soul  of  my  father!   what 
was  my  dismay  when  I  beheld  the  coffin 
empty  !      My   hair  stood   erect    on    my 
forehead  ;   my  limbs  failed  ;   and  I  sank 
on  my  knees.     In  my  agitation,  the  light 
had  fallen,   and  I  instinctively  rose,    and 
hurried  from  the   vault.      I    reverently 
closed  the  entrance,  and  paced  quickly 
the  long  aisles.      The    moon  had  now 
gained  some  height,  and  she  cast  a  soli- 
I  4  tary 
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tary  beam  through  the  windows  of  the 
church.  I  perceived  the  escutcheon  of 
my  father,  and  it  waved  to  and  fro  as  I 
passed  it.  The  light  of  the  moon  no 
longer  guided  me,  and  the  dead  silence 
of  the  aisles  grew  horrible.  I  gained  the 
door,  and  was  striving  to  open  it,  when 
I  Mt^  on  a  sudden,  somewhat  touch  my 
shoulder- But  what  noise  is  that  }'" 

^'  Oh,  holy  Virgin  !  have  mercy,  and 
protect  us  !"  exclaimed  several  persons, 
who,  at  this  instant,  rushed  into  the  hall. 
*'  Oh  save  us,  my  lord  earl  !  and  pardon 
our  boldness.** 

The  guests  started  up,  to  a  man,  and 
earl  Rowland  gazed  on  the  boisterous 
interlopers,  with  terror  and  amazement 
in  his  aspect.  He  was,  however,  the 
first  to  speak.  *'  What  means  this  inter- 
ruption ?"  said  he,   in    a   broken   voice. 

"  Whence 
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^'  Whence   come  you,  and  wherefore  is 
your  alarm  ?** 

''  Oh,  promise  us  your  pardon,  my 
lord  !*'  cried  the  most  collected  of  the 
three,   ''  and  we  will  reveal  all/* 

*'  Speak  !'*  exclaimed  sir  Everard.  '*  In- 
form your  lord  respecting  what  has  hap- 
pened/* 

"  Indeed  we  will,  most  gracious  sir 
knight!''  replied  one  of  the  intruders; 
who  appeared  to  have  but  a  very  small- 
portion  of  his  naturally  sm-all  wits~  re- 
maining: ^'  ^X.  Ambrose  knows  we  have 
no  wish  to  keep  our  terror  to  ourselves. 
It  is  our  earnest  prayer  to  have  leave  to 
submit  it  to  my  lord,  and  alT  this  goodly 
company.  After  a  bottle  to  the  health 
of  sir  Culhbert  (God  bless  him  !)  who 
i«  much  loved  by  every  man  a?.d  woman 
1. 5.  in^- 
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in  the  castle  ;  I  said  a  hoitle,  but  1  believe 

we  might  take  two  ! '* 

*'  Slave,  and  dotard  V  exclaimed  the 
earl,  *'  come  you,  then,  to  insult  me 
,  with  a  tale  of  inebriated  phrenzy  ?  My 
gentle  friends  !  pardon  the  boldness  of 
these  miscreants.  Villains!  the  dungeon 
shall  restore  your  senses." 

''  Mercy,  most  noble  lord  V  said  the 
man  who  had  first  spoken  ;  "  indeed  it 
is  no  common  cause  that  hath  forced  us 
into  your  presence  !  We  were  intent 
on  showing  to  this  man  (the  servitor  of 
one  of  your  lordship's  honoured  guests) 
the  various  apartments,  and  different 
ranges,  of  the  castle.  Our  evil  genius 
prompted  us  to  force  a  rusty  lock,  and 
venture  into  those  large  rooms  which 
have  not  been  entered  before  for  years. 

We 
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We  ti-embled  at  our  boldness  ;  but,  when 
we  reached  the  chamber  next  to  the 
fiall  of  justice " 

"  Intoxicated  slave,  withdraw  !"  cried 
the  earl  furiously.  "Who  waits  there? 
Seize  these  ruffians !  bind  them  hand 
and  foot,  and  lay  them  in  the  dun- 
geon/' 

''  Let  us  first    hear   their    tale,    with  ' 
your  lordship's   good  leave  \"    said  sir 
Gervase    Goodricke.       *'  It    seems    less 
calculated    to    create   gloom    than    that- 
which  they  interrupted/* 

''  It  is  soon  told  !"  replied  the  second 
spokesman.  "  GeolTrey  entered  the 
chamber  first.  I  followed  ;  and  thii'  un- 
fortunate person  was  close  behind.  We 
looked  about  us  with  wonder,  as  well 
we  might ;  for  sure  such  a  place  !  But, 
all  of  a  sudden,  we  heard  a  scream — " 

iCv  *'And 
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*'  And  the  laugh  which  followed!'' 
said  Geoffrey  :  *'  Oh  !  never,  never,  can 
J  forget  it  \" 

"  The  moans  of  the  wind,"  said  the 
earl,  addressing  his  guests,  "  mistaken 
by  these  witless,  wretches  for  human  ex- 
clamations." 

'^  No,  no  I  ray  lord  !"  replied  the 
second  orator  ;  '^  the  wind  may  scream, 
but  I  am  sure  it  cannot  laugh." 

The  earl  stamped  with  his  foot,  and 
pointed  to  the  offenders.  The  action 
was  understood  by  the  serving-men., 
who  were  now  collected  in  considerable 
numbers.  They  did  not  dare  to  hesi- 
tate, and  the  interlopers  were  speedily  in 
custody.  But,  before  they  were  led 
from  the  hall,  Geoffrey  turned,  and  said, 
with  the  simple  emphasis  of  entire  con- 
\ir:tion,    *'  My  lord,  I  am  the  bondsman 

of 
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of  the  earldom  :  you  may  punish  me, 
and  I  must  submit.  But,  as  lam  a  breath- 
ing man  !  we  heard  such  noises  as  might 
terrify  stouter  hearts  than  those  possess- 
ed by  any  breasts  within  this  castle.  If 
yon  put  me  to  death,  the  horrid  laugh  to 
which  I  listened  will  be  the  sound  1  shall 
hear  while  I  am  dying." 

**  Oh,  yes  I"  cried  his  coadjutor,  "  to 
a  certainty  the  castle  is  possessed  !  and 
if " 

"  Away  !'*  thundered  the  earl,  and  the 
trembling  wretches  were  conducted  to 
confinement  ;  but  not  before  they  had 
communicated  their  alarm  to  every  in- 
mate of  the  lower  regions  of  Waltham_, 
and  had  laid  the  ground-work  of  many  a 
future  tale  of  wonder  and  consterna- 
tion. 

The  earl   found  little  difficulty  in  pre- 
vailing 
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vailing  on  his  guests  to  admit  that  lh« 
terror  of  these  strange  intruders  origi- 
nated entirely  in  the  phantasies  of  weak- 
ness, and  the  fumes  of  inebriety.  Yet; 
such  was  the  superstitious  inclination  of 
the  age,  that  more  than  one  knightly 
visitant,  thaugh  he  had  been  foremost 
in  ridiculing  the  notions  of  sir  Gervase 
Goodricke,  ''  trembled  when  the  storm 
whistled  over  the  antient  battlements, 
and  fancied  that  the  lamp  shawed  a  blue 
light  while  it  revealed  the  massy  furnittlrc 
of  his  chamber." 


CHAP. 
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CHAP.  VIIT. 


The  chief  consolation  of  Matilda^  at  this 
anxious  period  of  her  story.,  was  derived 
from  the  society  of  Frances.  With  this 
faithful  adherent  she  indulged  in  occa- 
sional walks  through  the  romantic  sce- 
nery of  the  park.  At  the  pensive  hour 
which  acts  as  harbinger  to  the  cold,  op- 
pressive shades  of  night,  she  sought  those 
favourite  haunts  which  had  witnessed 
her  early  rambles  with  Cuthbert,  or  lin- 
gered, with  blushing  earnestness,  in  the 
bower  where  he  had  first  dared  to  talk 
of  passion, 

5  ^  In 
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In    the    even-tide  retirement    of    her 
chamber,  Frances  was  still  at  hand,  with 
looks  of   tenderness,   and   words  replete 
\vith  hope  and  comfort.     Soothing,    in- 
deed,   vas   her  voice   to  the  ear  of  her 
]ad}  ;   for  it  was  the  only  voice  that  talk- 
ed of  a  beloved  husband  !      Here,   while 
Matilda     raised     strains    of    melancholy 
music,     and   Frances    patiently   pursued 
the  labour  of  embroidery,  the  tenderest 
wishes  were  breathed  for  Cuthbert*s  safe- 
ty   and    success;     and    the  hours  passed 
vvith  some  resemblance  of  tranquillity, 
when   Matilda  could  freely  mention   his 
name,  and  listen  to  accents  which  com- 
mended and  admired  him. 

Frances  wasjndeed,  one  of  the  gentlest' 
and  most  sincere  of  human  beings.     She 
was   the  daughter  of  a  decayed  knighf, 
and  had  been  bred  in  a  nunnery  not  far- 
distant 
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distant  from  the  castle  of  Waltham.  Ma- 
tilda had  taken  her,  in  pity,  on  the 
downfalt  of  her  father's  fortunes,  and  her 
compassion  had  been  repaid  in  every 
way  by  which  simple  goodness  can  ex- 
hibit gratitude. 

Frances  appeared,  at  this  juncture,  the 
chief  stay  of  Matilda's  fortitude.  The 
mysteries  of  fate  mock  the  conjectures 
of  mortal  ingenuity  1  To  human  appre- 
hension it  would  seem  that  Matilda  was 
already  sufficiently  wretched.  Even  an 
enemy  (if  loveliness  and  virtue  could 
raise  a  foe)  might  have  been  satkited 
with  the  perils  that  dwelt,  amid  thorns, 
on  her  innocent  pillow  !  But' the  eye 
that  looks  down  from  the  heavens  de- 
tects the  fallacy  of  earthly  views. 

Frances  had  been  long  the  uncom- 
plaining prey  of  an  insidious,   but  quiet 

and 
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and  flattering  disease.  The  hectic  of 
her  cheek,  and  the  preternatural  stin- 
tillancy  of  her  eye,  spoke  too  forcibly, 
too  truly,  the  baneful  workings  of  dis- 
temper within  her  breast.  Her  disorder 
appeared  to  linger  for  the  purpose  of 
gainmg  accumulated  power  to  oppress* 
her  with  a  sudden  assault.  For  three 
days  only  she  was  unable  to  quit  the 
couch  of  lassitude,  rather  than  of  pain  ; 
and,  on  the  fourth,  she  expired  in  the 
arms  of  her  weeping  mistress. 

IVlatilda  stood  aghast,   in  woe  and  ter- 
ror, over  her  luckless  bier;    and  bitter 
were   the  tears  which  she  mingled  with 
ihe  flowers  that  decked  her  obsequies. 

She  was  now  left  alone  to  combat 
with  ill-fortune  ;  and,  in  the  first  mo- 
ments of  grief,  she  was  unable  to  sum- 
mon   any    portion    of    that    additional 

fortitude 
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fortitude  which  her  solitary  situation  de- 
manded. 

Meantime,  sir  Everard  neglected  no 
opportunity  of  endeavotiring  to  advance 
his  hopeless  suit ;  b^t,  possibly  at  the 
instigation  of  the  earl,  he  was  gentle  in 
his  approaches,  and  tried  to  insinuate 
himself  into  Matilda's  confidence,  with- 
out alarming  her  delicacy.  The  earl 
sedulously  avoided  all  private  intercourse 
with  his  daughter,  but  the  looks  with 
which  he  occasionally  regarded  her,  ii> 
the  presence  of  sir  Everard,  proved  the 
fixed  determination  of  his  heart.  The 
lady  Gilibert  was  less  reserved.  Through 
every  fitting  moment  (and  through  some 
that  were  not  quite  adapted  to  her  pur- 
pose), she  expatiated  on  the  merits  of 
sir  Everard,  and  the  necessity  of  filial 
obedience.     Her   coincidence  with    the 

earl's 
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end's  wishes  appeared  to  gather  strengrh 
from  the  inflexibility  of  Matilda's  oppo- 
sition, and,  at  length,  the  very  name  of 
Cuthbert  created  an  agony  of  horror  in 
her  mind.  Thus  was  Matilda  debarred 
from  that  confidence  which  she  so  fear- 
fully needed,  and  which  she  would  have 
ventured  to  place  in  her  aunt,  had  their 
dissimilarity  of  opinions  been  less  stre- 
nuous. 

The  number  of  the  castle  visitors  was 
now  considerably  decreased  ;  but  several 
still  remained  ;  and  their  presence  was 
some  consolation  to  Matilda,  who  could 
not  contemplate,  without  shuddering, 
the  possibility  of  sir  Everard  remaining 
the  sole  guest,  while  he  presumed  to 
entertain  intentions,  the  very  mention 
of  which  seemed  an  injury  to  her  wed- 
ded hand.     As  usual,  while  any  strangers 

sojourned 
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rejourned  at  Waltham,  various  amuse- 
ments were  devised  for  the  entertain- 
ment of  each  day  ;  and  at  the  tilt,  the 
masque,  the  hunt,  or  dance,  Matilda  was 
too  frequently  compelled  to  he  pre-;ent 
by  the  authoritative  wishes  of  her  fa-her. 
But,  on  these  oc^a^lons,  she  seldom  fail- 
ed to  be  surrounded  by  female  friends, 
from  those  fev/  mansions  which  were 
within  a  day's  journey  ofWaltham^  and 
was  uniformly  accompanied  by  the  Lidy 
Gilibert_,  who,  though  she  was  anxious 
for  the  furtherance  of  Matilda's  union^ 
was  equally  zealous  in  supportin^^  the 
most  punctilious  n'linutias  of  feminine 
decorum. 

It  was  on  one  of  these  days  of  festive 
celebration  that  a  dance  was  formed  on 
the  very  spot  which  had  been  the  favour- 
ed   seat  of  pastime   with   Cuthbert  and 

^faiilda, 
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Matilda,  while  yet  all  was  hope  in  their 
bosoms,  and  while  infant  love  (ju^t 
breaking  through  the  bud  of  the  cheek) 
smiled,  boldly,  without  the  rebuke  of 
consciousness.  Hard  by,  on  the  limits 
of  the  park  woodlands,  stood  the  cottage 
of  an  antient  forester,  who  had  oiice 
been  among  the  foremost  of  those  vassal 
huntsmen  who  tended  the  hounds  of  th6 
earls  of  Waltham,  and  who  guided  the 
mearr'ers  of  the  fieet  pack  to  the  artful 
lair  of  the  bold  outlying  stag.-  The 
cottage  was  better  than  the  usual  habita- 
tions  of  the  peasantry  of  this  era,  but 
yet  its  frame  had  been  composed  in  the 
adjacent  woods,  its  walls  were  of  mud, 
and  it  was  far  from  presuming  to  boast 
the  fastidious  luxury  of  a  chimney  ! 
The  inhabitants  of  this  hut  were  simple 
as  their  dwelling,  but  still  were  a  step 

above 
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a'bove  the  usual  character  of  their  sphere. 
Old  Martin  had  hunted  the  Walthain 
pack,  when  carl  Philip's  bugle  sounded 
in  the  field.  The  attachment  of  the  vas- 
salry  of  a  Henry's  period  is  scarcely  to 
be  appi-ehended  by  the  more  polished 
world  of  the  present  day.  This  white- 
headed,  lowly  peasant  believed  his  blood 
the  due  of  the  lordly  house  under 
which  he  had  been  nurtured  ;  he  had 
known  three  possessors  of  the  earldom^, 
and  would  have  shed  his  latest  drop  for 
either. 

Oft^n  had  he  noted  the  childish  fond- 
ness of  Cuthbert  and  Matilda,  as  he  sat 
at  the  moss-covered  base  of  the  old  elm 
that  fronted  his  cottage,  and  had  en- 
couraged their  pastimes,  while  the  dam- 
sels who  waited  on  the  youthful  heiress 
strayed,  neglectfully,  through  the  matted 

interstices 
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interstices  of  the  woodland.  Full  oftcft 
had  his  smooth,  white  board  been  placed, 
loaded  with  the  homely  fruit  of  his 
little  home,  beneath  the  elm,  for  the  re- 
galement of  his  free  and  laughing  visi- 
tors. This  simple  old  man  now  ventured 
from  his  cottage,  to  become  a  spectator 
of  the  dance,  though,  with  his  reverend 
hair  exposed  to  the  passing  breeze,  he 
humbly  stood  at  a  distance  from  the 
knightly  party, 

Matilda  well  knew,  and  kindly  valued* 
the  plain  integrity  and  fervid  attach- 
ment of  this  aged  vassal.  At  an  interval 
of  the  dance  (which  she  had  unwillingly 
joined,  for  sir  Everard  Anhault  was  her 
partner),  she  approached  Martin,  and 
gently  spoke  her  pleasure  on  beholding 
the  fresh  and  florid  hue  still  maintained 
by  so  time-worn  a.  cheek.  Her  con- 
descension 
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dcscension  enchanted  the  antient  ser- 
vitor. Old  age  is  garrulous  ;  and  Martin 
was  somewhat  profuse  in  his  reply. 
''  Ah,  Bweet  lady  !"  said  he,  ''  my  check 
shows  only  the  decline  of  a  winter's 
day  ;  it  is  the  beauty  of  a  summer's 
morn  that  shines  on  yours  !  And  yet 
(pardon  me,  if  the  dimness  of  my  eyes 
is  in  fault ! }  methinks  I  have  seen  that 
face  covered  with  a  brighter  glow  than 
it  now  wears.  Ah,  the  days  that  I  re- 
member \  To  think  of  the  time  when 
you  and  Cuthbert — Sir  Cuthbert,  I 
would  say,  (joy  to  the  hand  that  made 
him  so  ! )  used  to  gambol  over  this  very 
plot  of  sward!  I  recollect  the  dav  on 
which ." 

'^  Another  time,  good  Martin  !"  said 
Matilda.  ''  Our  friends  wait ; -another 
time,  good  Martin  !" 

VOL.  II.  K  "  Grant 
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"  Grant  me  one  moment,  honoured 
lady  !'*  continued  he.  "  I  mean  that 
day  on  which  my  dame  wove  for  you  a 
garland  of  spring  flowers.  Sir  Cuthbert 
threw  it  round  your  neck,  and  called 
vou  his  liltle  bride.  And  then  he  did  so 
funnily  enact  the  part  of  your  esquire  ! 
I  laugh  to  this  hour  to  think  of  that  day.** 

**  You  outstep  my  recollection/'  said 
Matilda,  with  deep  blushes,  and  evident 
agitation.     *'  Farewell  !*' 

Sir  Everard  had  followed  Matilda  to 
the  spot  occupied  by  the  old  man,  but 
he  did  not  quit  it  when  she  rejoined  the 
revellers.  He  had  observed  Matilda's 
emotion,  and  had  carefully  noted  the 
words  of  Martin, 

''  What  is  your  name,  my  antrent 
friend?*'  said  he,  when  Matilda  had  re- 
tired to  a  distance. 

**  Martin^ 
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"  ilartin,  good  sir  knight  V*  returned 
the  peasant.  "Martin  Urswick.  Four- 
Bcore  years,  and  upwards,  the  bondsman 
of  the  lords  of  Waltham." 

''  I  thank  you/'  said  sir  Everard.  "  I 
need  lo  tablet  to  refresh  my  memory." 

The  dance  was  speedily  resumed  ;    but 
Matilda  was  no  longer  the  only  person 
to  whom  festivity  was  tasteless.    Jealousy 
had   spread   its  bitter   poison  over  the 
breast  of  sir  Everard,  and  he  rejoiced,  as 
truly  as  his  companion,  when  the  minute 
arrived  "m  which  the  music  made  a  pause 
and  the   party   returned   to   the   castle. 
Throughout  that  long  evening  no  smile 
softened  the  natural  gloom  of  his  counte- 
nance.     Much   had    he   tasted   of    the 
bitterness  of  evil  passion,  but,  till  this 
evening,  no  pang  (save  only  that  of  re- 
morse)   had  torn   his  bosom  with  such 
K  2  wild 
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^vild  and  potent  malignity.  Jealousy 
banquets  on  dark  and  secret  machina- 
tiops ;  the  heart  of  sir  Everard  seemed 
an  apt  home  for  so  gloomy  a  demon. 

Matilda^  whose  views  were  so  different 
from  those  of  sir  Everard  Anhault^  did 
not,  in  the  least  degree,  enter  into  the 
nature  of  his  reflections.  She  saw  no 
ground  for  jealous  surmise  in  the  simple 
speeches  of  old  Martin,  because  she  did 
not  sympathise  with  the  passion  existing 
in  the  mind  of  sir  Everard  ;  and  whether 
the  knight  frowned  or  smiled,  her  heart, 
her  countenance,  and  her  actions  re- 
mained the  same. 

The  whole  of  her  thoughts,  through 
this  evening,  were  employed  in  antici- 
pating the  transactions  of  the  morrow. 
The  silence  of  Cuthbert  had  already  ex- 
ceeded the  promised  time.     Matilda  had 

persuaded 
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persuaded  herself  to  receive  as  satisfactory 
the  arguments  proffered  by  father  Laii- 
renre  in  excuse  for  the  seemiirg  tardiness 
of  the  much-valued  traveller;  and,  when 
last  she  visited  the  monastery  (which  to 
her  fancy  seemed  an  age  back,  but 
which,  really,  was  on  the  preceding 
afternoon ),  the  friar  had  mentioned,  with 
confidence,  the  day  following  the  pre- 
sent as  one  likely  to  bring  intelligent'(J 
from  the  Spanish  coast. 

An  unusual  flow  of  spirits  animateri 
Matilda's  bosom  on  this  evening.  She 
even  smiled  in  the  presence  of' sir  Eve- 
rard,  and  every  gay  strain  of  the  min- 
strels produced  an  echo  in  her  heart, 
which,  though  faint,  still  partook  of  joy. 
Her  father  (whose  quick  eye  few  ex- 
pressions of  countenance  could  escape) 
perceived    the  pleasure    which   glowed 
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in  her  breast,  though  his  glance  wanted 
delicacy  to  detect  the  hectic  faintness  of 
the  flush  by  which  her  joy  was  character- 
ized, and  he  treated  her  with  more  than 
accustomed  fondness.  He  drew  his  seat 
beside  hers;  he  pressed  her  hand,  and 
called  her  "  dear  Matilda  !  the  daughter 
of  his  hopes  !  the  sweet  and  gracious 
comforter  of  his  anxious  bosom  !"  How 
bitter  was  the  emotion  which  forced  a 
tear  to  Matilda's  eye  as  she  replied  to 
these  endearing  epithets  1  , 

It  was  such  a  moment  alone  that  could 
impart  transient  peace  to  the  distemper-' 
ed  mind  of  earl  Rowland.  The  connexion 
between  father  and  daughter  is  one  of 
Xh^  most  elegant  and  tender  which  na- 
ture has  bestowed.  All  the  reserve  and 
delicacy  of  sexual  distinction  here  exists, 
without   an  infringement   on    that    full 

confidence 
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confidence  which  the  nature  of  friend- 
ship demands.  No  souls  can  intermingle 
wilh  such  a  pure  and  fervent  exaltation 
of  sentiment,  and  yet  with  so  many  de- 
licate pulsations  of  sexual  difference,  as 
those  of  the  father  and  daughter,  when 
the  parent  presses,  a  second  time,  the 
h^nd  of  a  lovely  bride  in  that  of  his 
mature  and  smiling  ofispring. 

When  Matilda  retired  for  the  night, 
her  hilarity  accompanied  her,  even  to 
her  pillow.  How  beautiful  is  this  elas- 
ticity of  the  female  temper  !  How  tender 
is  that  ordination  of  the  forming  princi- 
ple, which  causes  so  delicat-e  a  structure 
to  possess  the  power  of  rising  to  tem- 
porary exaltation,  from  die  very  ex- 
tremity of  the  acuteness  with  which  it 
fcels  the  pressure  of  sorrow  ! 

When    left    for   the    night,    Matilda 
K  4t  pressed 
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pressed  her  pillow^   with  hope  and  inno- 
cence for  the  companions  of  her  couch. 
The  frame- work  of  her  bed  was  heavy, 
and  carved  in  expensive  devices,  which 
were  then  thought  elegant,   though  now 
they  might  appear  grotesque.     The  cur- 
tains were  composed  of  pink-coloured 
woollen,    and   the  Waltham    arms  were 
embroidered  on  the  head-piece.     A  table 
stood  near  her  bed,  on  which  was  placed 
a  waxen  taper,  with  divisions  marked  for 
the  twelve  hours  of  night,  so  that,  whea 
the  slumberer  awaked,    a  glance  convey- 
ed information  as  to  the  time   that  had 
been  passed  in  sleep.    Beside  the  taper 
were    to    be    seen    an     ivory     crucifix 
(brought  by  a  reverend  priest  from  the 
neighbourhood    of     Loretto),     and    a 
black   letter  breviary,    bound   in    solid 
gold,    and    prefaced    with    the    chosen 

saint 
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Kaiiit  of  the  lovely  devotee.  Matilda 
rose  in  her  bed  (for  the  vivacity  of  her 
thoughts  precluded  all  hope  of  imme- 
diate sleep),  and  conned  several  pages 
of  the  pious  volume^  Never  had  her 
religious  aspirations  been  more  fervent  I 
Yet  a  black-letter  book  is  but  a  tedious 
study  ;  Matilda  gently  laid  it  aside,  and, 
turning  on  her  couch,  supported  her  fair 
cheek  with  an  arm  of  alabaster,  and  soft- 
ly murmured  the  last  prayer  of  the  night 
to  goodEbba. 

The  saint  visited,  in  smiles,  the  pillow 
at  which  her  presence  was  supplicated. 
She  mixed  with  the  gentle  slumbers  of 
Matildia,  and  bestowed  feature  and  ani- 
mation on  the  crude,  prismatic  tints  of 
dormant  reason.  The  holy  maid  descend-^ 
ed  from  heaven  in  raiment,  whiter  than 
K  ^  th« 
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the  driven  snow.  At  her  approach,  the 
fancy  of  Matilda's  slumbers  acquired 
fresh  brightness.  The  chapel  of  St.  Am- 
brose rose  to  her  view^  and  she  wandered 
through  the  aisles  (listening  to  such 
soupds  as  earth  never  afforded  to  the 
Vr'aking  ear)  in  quest  of  father  Laurence. 
She  found  him  at  the  foot  of  the  altar, 
clad  in  the  utmost  pomp  of  priestly 
dignity.  Then,  on  a  sudden,  the  organ 
spread  its  boldest,  holiest  notes  through 
the  vast  concave  of  the  sacred  place. 
A  bright  light  arose,  and  Cuthbert  ap- 
peared, preceded  by  a  band  of  dancing 
children,  decked  with  garlands.  He  ap- 
proached. The  priest  smiled,  and  Cuth"- 
berths  face  spoke  rapture.  ''  I  am 
returned  \*  said  he,  ''  aad  Matilda  is  my 
-ilife!**  The  priest  spread  his  arms,  to 
6  implore 
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implore  a  blessing.  She  fell  on  Cuth- 
l&ert^s  neck  ;  "  Your  wife,  indeed^  dear 
CuthbertP*  raurmured  she. 

The  charm  vvas- flown  1  Matilda  started 
up,  and,  leaning  on  one  hand,  looked 
around  for  the  altar,  the  priest,  for- 
Cuthbert ;  but  surveyed  only  the  well- 
, known  objects  of  her  chamber,  pensive 
in  night,  and  quiet  as  the  stillness  of  the 
grave.'  She  looked  at  the  taper.  It 
was  burnt  down  to  the  fifth  line.  At 
-rfiat  moment  the  bell  of  St.  Ambrose 
called  the  monks  to  matins.  She  thought- 
the  sound  had  a  more  hollow  cadence 
than  it  was  used  to  draw  from  the  valley 
which  lay  between  the  monastery  and 
Waltham.  But  her  hopes  v;ere  too 
vivid  to  bend  beneath  the  fancied  weight 
of  the  mournful  summons;  and  the  first 
ray  of  light  was  the  signal  for  her  iO' 
K  §  awaken 
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awaken  her  attendants,  with  whose  assist- 
ance she  rose,  and,  entering  her  oratory, 
returned  the  Virgin  thanks  for  her  pro- 
tection which  had  suffered  her  to  behold 
a  new  day. 

When  the  hour  arrived  at  which  she 
had  latterly  accustomed  herself  to  quit 
the  castle,  Matilda  entered  on  the  path 
which  conducted  her  to  St.  Ambrose. 
She  trod  light,  through. hope,  till  she 
approached  the  monastery  walls.  A  coiv- 
fused  sensation,  half  timidity,  half  ap- 
prehension, caused  her  then  to  falter. 
But  it  was  the  sensation  of  a  moment ; 
her  spirits  were  attun-ed  to  confidence, 
and  she  pursued  her  way,  with  a  step  so 
light  that  the  yielding  grass  rebounded 
from  her  tread. 

A  lay-brother  waited  at  the  gate   of 
entrance.     "  A  happy  morrow  to  you  l"^ 

said 
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said  Matilda,  as  she  entered.  *'  The  sun 
rises  chearily,  good  brother  1  May  its 
beams  fall  with  double  kindness  on  this 
holy  pile  r^ 

''  Thanks,  charitable  sister  !'*  returned 
he.  •'  But,  to  me,  the  morn  would  seem 
to  wear  a  lowering  aspect." 

"  Fair  f  believe  me  l"  said  Matilda  as 
she  entered  the  cloister  which  conducted 
her  to  the  cell  of  her  friendly  priesL 
Warmly  beat  her  heart  as  she  approach- 
ed. Her  hand  was  ready  to  receive  the 
letter  of  a  husband ;  her  spirits  were 
prepared  to  anticipate  its  contents.  Fa- 
ther Laurence  needed  no  second  sunv 
mons,  before  he  admitted  his  fair 
applicant.  His  door  hung  on  an  easy 
hinge  for  those  he  loved.  His  welcome 
ivas  equally  at  command  ;  but  here  his 
power  ceased.     The  most  saintly  cell  of 

the 
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the  most  sacred  monastery  could  com- 
mand no  more ;  for  where  is  the  lajce?^ 
which  can  avoid  the  fury  of  that  stornii 
which  agitates  the  ocean  F 
.  *'  Gentle  daughter  1"  said  the  friar,, 
"approach!  You  interrupt  a  prayer/^' 
(and  he  pointed  to  the  cross  which  stood 
.©n  the  matted  table  of  his  cell.}  ''  But 
innocence  is  privileged.  May  Heaven- 
strengthen  your  brea&t  for  the  trials  of  a; 
fresh  morning!" 

'^  Amen  r*  responded  Matilda,  shrink- 
ing back.  "  Bu^,  goodly  father  !  me- 
thinks^  your  brow,  wears  an  unwonted, 
sadness?  I  come  to  you  all  joy  and- 
hope.  Do  not>  do  ^pt  kill  me  with  di^ 
mal  tidings!  You  are  silent!  Oh! 
forbear  to  hesitate  !  Your  look  freezes 
my  heart.  Speak  !^ — no  ;ivords  can  ex- 
ceed Ihe  horror  of  that  cold,  blank  IqqW'. 

*'  Be 
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*^  Be  seated,  my  sorrowful  child  !'* 
said  father  Laurence.  ''  You  are  on  the 
spot  dedicated  to  a  being  who  pities  the 
suffering  to  which  he  is  superior.  Be 
yourself,  and  take  hope  to  your  bosom.'* 

''  Oh,  speak  V  cried  Matilda,  falling 
on  a  chair.  "  AH  that  you  say  is  true  ; 
it  16,  most  reverend  !  But,  tell  me,  do 
you  know  aught  of  Cuthbert  t" 

''  My  child,  I  do/' 

Matilda  leant  forward,  and  her  lips- 
moved,  but  it  was  her  look  only  that  de- 
manded the  nature  of  the  intelligence 
possessed  by  the  holy  man, 

*^  Be  tranquil,  tender  daughter!^'  said 
father  Laurence.  "  You  are  too  sensi- 
tive. Take  the  worst,  then,  in  a  word  ! 
Cuthbert  is  sick.  And  wherefore  of 
that  ?  Is  not  every  element  around  u» 
charged  with  the  germ  of  indisposition  ? 

Did 
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Did  ever  hero  achieve  the  great  object  of 
his  aim,  without  the  alloy  of  one  day's 
feverish  weakness  ?  Away  with  the 
thought  !  Transient  illness  lies  in  the 
every-day  walk  of  human  sojourn.** 

Matilda  had  not  attended  to  one  word 
which  followed  the  sentence  that  corp- 
veyed  information  of  Cuthbert's  illnessv 
Still,  though  her  heart  seemed  dormant/, 
her  agony  was  so  acute  that  every  sense- 
was  active,  arnd  never  was  she  less  likely 
to  sink  in  pale  and  feminine  lassitude 
than  at  the  present  afflictive  moment. 
Hope  had  awakened  her  passions ;  grief 
had  perverted  their  course  ;  but  the  ori* 
ginal  ardour  still  ren^ained  for  her  friend- 
ly sustenance  through  every  trial'. 

Under  the   influence  of  this  delusive 
appearance   of  fortitude,    she   acquired 
iiiformation    respecting    every  particu- 
lar 
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lar   of  intelligeilce  possessed  by   father 
Laurence.     She  found  that  the  friar  had 
received  letters  (written,  alas  !    by  ano- 
ther hand  than  that  of  Cuthbert)  con- 
taining   an   account    of  illness   having 
seized  her  husband^  when  only  one  day's 
journey  from  the  port  at  which  he  land- 
ed.    Thus  circumstanced^  he   had  been 
compelled  to  stop  in  a  small  town,  'at- 
tended only  by  the  faithful  Gilbert,  and 
such  mean  physical  assistance  as  an  ad* 
jacent    religious   institution   afforded. — 
Much  did  father  Laurence  strive  to  soften 
the  account  he  had  received  ;  but  still  it 
was  too  evident  that  exertion  of  person 
and  anxiety  of  mind  had  reduced  Cuth- 
bert  to  a  depth  of  disease   and  misery, 
alarming  to  all,  but  maddening  to   the 
fancy  of  a  bereaved  wife  ! 

It  was   a   bo'nd   of  peculiar  delicacy 

\vhich 
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which  united  Cuthbcrt  and  Matilda.  The 
diffidence  of  the  lover  was  thrown  aside 
by  the  sanctity  of  the  benediction  be- 
stowed on  their  hopes;  but,  still,  the 
entire  confidence  of  a  holy  union  wa» 
wanting,  or,  at  least,  Matilda  blushed 
to  exhibit  it,  even  before  father  Lau- 
rence. In  the  present  moment,  howr 
ever,  all  factitious  reserve  was  forgotten? 
pnd  the  zeal  of  the  lover,  and  the  fer-i- 
vent  tenderness  of  the  wife,  werte  seea 
blended  in  the  wa^rmth  with  which  she 
supplicated  the  friar  to  hasten  to  the 
comfort  and  relief  of  his  sick  friend.  It 
was  the  very  course  of  conduct  which 
father  Lau?ence  had  half-resolved  on 
pursuing.  He  well  knew  that  the  illnesis 
of  Cuthbert  was  of  the  most  serious 
aature  ;  and,  from  his  long  residence  on 
tbi^  cpntiiiiei)t*    the  friar    was    entirely 

awar^ 
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aware  of  the  want  of  medical  skill  among 
the  bigotted  ecclesiastics  of  a  remote 
Spanish  town.  The  last,  lingering  feel- 
ings of  his  heart  were  woven^  as  he 
believed,  round  the  fates  of  Cuthbert 
and  his  bride  ;  and  he  promised  Matilda 
that  he  would,  in  the  ensuing  hour,  quit 
St.  Ambrose  in  search  of  the  distant  pal- 
let \Yhich  sustained  the  anguished  frame 
of  her  husband. 

Distress  catches  at  rushes.  In  the 
idea  of  father  Laurence  flying  to  the  aid 
of  Cuthbert,  Matilda  viewed  a  world  of 
consolation.  She  hastily  wrote  a  few  of 
the  tenderest  lines  which  chastened  fond- 
ness could  dictate.  These  the  friar  un- 
dertook to  deliver.  ^*  And  now,  my 
kind  but  forlorn  daughter!"  said  he, 
5'  be  of  comfort,     St.  Ambrose  will  speed 

me 
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me  to  the  com'bft  of  the  sick ;  and,  on 
the  instant  of  my  ascertaining  the  real 
state  of  this  beloved  youth,  I  will  pen 
dispatches  for  you,  The  mode  of  my 
forwarding  these  is  not  yet  ripe  in  my 
thoughts.  Haply,  by  some  trusty  bro- 
ther; perchance,  by  the  servitor  of  sir 
Cuthbert.  Let  the  mode  wait  on  con- 
venience. It  shall  be  with  security,  at 
all  events.  And,  again,  let  me  bid'  yau 
take  comfort,  daughter  f  I  love  Cuth* 
bert,  but  yet  I  weep  not ;  I  pity  his 
sickness,  but  do  not  despair.  Ah  I  sweet 
daughter  !  I  understand  that  look.  Your 
sorrow  is  nearer  to  the  heart  ;  yoiii^  love 
derides  the  coldness  of  my  feelings?' 
Be  it  so.  Take  courage  !  the  storm  may 
yiiffie  the  summer's  morn,  ancf  the  thun- 
der sound,  even  with  terrific  loudness: 

bufc 
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"but  such  a  storm  soon  passes  away, 
and  glorious  is  the  serenity  which  fol- 
lows the  horrors  of  a  summer's  tem- 
pest !" 


CHAP,  IX, 

How  dreadful  is  the  disappointment  of 
the  ardent  adventurer  who  grasps  at  joy 
and  embraces  misfortune  !  That  frown 
is  doubly  severe  which  rises  in  the  place 
of  an  expected  smile. 
-  Matilda  fell  prostrate  on  her  couch^ 
when  she  regained  the  castle,  and  bathed 
the  pillow  with  tears  on  which  she  had 

so 


■\ 
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^o  lately  dreamed  of  hope.  She  wonder^ 
ed  thai  she  could  have  believed  fortune 
severe  until  the  occurrence  of  this  hour  ; 
and  her  heart  heaved  with  pangs  of 
anxiety  more  oppressive  than  the  fever- 
ed throbs  which  agitated  the  frame  of 
Cuthbert.  She  pictured  the  isolated 
couch  of  her  sick  husband;  venal  hands 
administered  the  bootless  draughty  coarse 
servitors  spread  the  pallet  which  sup- 
ported his  anguished  form  !  Was  lie 
alone  to  suffer,  with  none  to  whisper 
consolation  ?  he  who  merited  the  fondest 
attentions,  and  demanded  the  most 
tender  aid  !  Her  fancy,  with  cruel 
activity,  wandered  over  every  feature  6f 
his  affliction.  She  beheld  the  chearles^ 
glance  thrown  towards  that  door  which 
opened  only  to  admit  cold  and  formal 
visitants,     8he  he^fd  the  tremulous  sigh 

which 
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•which  he  breathed  over  the  name  of  a 
distant  wife ;  and  every  groan  he  heaved 
sounded  on  her  imagination  with  tenfold 
violence. 

Thus  severe  was  her  distress  when 
Agatha  (the  female  selected  to  perform 
the  duties  once  so  tenderly  paid  by 
Frances)  entered  the  apartment.  The 
character  of  Agatha  was  not  formed  for 
sympathy  with  that  of  Matilda.  Her 
person  was  bold  and  showy.  An  affecta- 
tion of  suavity  prevailed  through  her 
manners,  but  her  passions  were  too 
strong  to  admit  of  true  gentleness  of 
heart.  Her  understanding  was  far  from 
being  of  the  first  order,  yet  nature  had 
bestowed  such  an  amplitude  of  cunning, 
that  her  deficiency  of  sterling  intellect 
was  not  always  perceptible.  It  may 
seem  surprising  that  Matilda  should  se- 
lect 
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J^ct  such  a  character  for  the  immediate 
attendant  on  her  person^  and  the  com- 
panion of  her  more  retired  hours.  We 
blush  to  mention  the  cause^  though  we 
would  not  wi'sh  to  describe  the  judgment 
of  Matilda  as  immaculate.  Agatha  was 
an  adept  in  the  art  of  flattery.  Coarse 
compliment  Matilda  would  have  disdain- 
ed;  moderate  praise  her  native  sim- 
plicity and  rational  self-esteem  would 
have  taught  her  to  consider  as  due.  But 
the  skilful  sycophant  easily  discovers  the 
frail  point  of  a  superior  character^  and 
to  this  directs  the  persevering  battery  of 
soft  commendation.  Like  the  heel  of 
Achilles,  this  is  the  only  vulnerable  spot. 
Matilda  was  under  twenty,  and  was  a 
woman ;  the  favour  shown  to  Agatha 
tells  the  rest. 

Agatha  was  much  too  well  skilled  ia 

closet 
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closet  mystery  to  overlook  the  pensive 
trouble  written  on  her  lady's  cheek.  She 
had  not  passed  unnoticed  the  novelty  of 
Matilda's  early  visits  to  the  shrine  of  St. 
Ambrose,  and  had  carefully  watched  the 
expression  of  her  countenance  on  return- 
ins:.  She  saw  a  contrarietv  of  emotions. 
.No sigh,  no  murmur,  escaped  unheeded  ; 
and  she  was  assured  that  Matilda's  bosom 
harboured  a  weighty  secret.  The  dis- 
covery of  this  hidden  wonder  was  now 
the  prime  object  of  her  efforts,  and  no 
minute  could  promise  more  hope  of 
success  than  the  present. 

On  an  instant,  forth  gushed  her  readv 
tears;  her  plastic  knees  grew  too  feeble 
to  support  her ;  and  she  fondly  pressed 
Matilda's  hand  as  she  knelt  by  the  side 
of  her  bed. 

Matilda  was,  by  nature,  unsuspicious; 
VOL.  II.  1.  Agatha 


SIS  AN  OLD   FAMILY  LEGEND. 

Agatha  was  mistress  of  the  weaker  parts 
of  her  mind,  and  all  the  strength  of  pru- 
dence was  smothered  in  affliction.  Her 
heart  was  surcharged  with  woe  and  anx- 
iety. None  but  those  who  know  how 
dreadful  it  is  to  suffer  extremity  of  sor- 
row without  uttering  a  word  of  com- 
plaint, without  listening  to  a  word  of 
consolation,  are  qualified  to  blame  Ma- 
tilda for  weeping  on  the  neck  of  her 
companion,  and  revealing  the  story  by 
which  she  was  oppressed. 

The  soft  and  sympathising  accents  of 
Agatha  appeared  to  merit  the  confidence 
bestowed  on  her.  She  soothed,  she 
argued,  she  succeeded  in  inspiring  hope. 
The  full  breast  of  youth  has  no  room  for 
despair.  The  agonizing  anxiety  of  Ma- 
tilda was  immoveable,  but  she  soon  ven- 
tured to  anticipate,  with  confidence,  the 

amended 
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amended  health  of  an  object  so  exqui- 
sitely dear,  so  necessary  to  her  existence. 
It  was  with  difficulty  that  Matilda 
■counterfeited  composure  (for  the  labour 
of  deception  was  not  more  new  than 
disgusting)  when  lady  Giiibert  entered 
her  chamber.  The  good  lady  was  even 
more  elevated  than  usual,  in  her  descrip- 
tions of  the  consequence  of  the  Wal- 
thams.  S^  had  been  perusing  that 
choice  book  written  by  Margaret  countess 
of  Richmond  and  Derby,  grandmother  to 
king  Henry  the  eighth  ;  a  work  wliich 
occupied  two  years  of  the  life  of  the. 
reverend  countess,  and  which  most  satis- 
factorily proves  that  a  duchess  has  a 
claim  of  priority  in  rank  over  a  baroness; 
and  that  none  but  gentlewomen  have 
(or,  rather,  had  in  the  fifteenth-centurv  ", 
a  right  to  wear  velvet  bonnets.  From 
I.  "2  ^o 
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SO  recondite  a  study  lady  Gilibcrt  rose 
v.'ith    fresh   respect  for   the   doctrine   of 
anticnt  subordination.      It   is  true  that, 
while  pondering  on  the  degrees  of  blood, 
and  the  honourable  connexions  of  the 
Walthams,  she  did  look  with  a  portion  of 
unavoidable   disdain   on  the  pretensions 
of  sir  Everard  x^nhault.      But,,   then,    the 
sage   countess    of  Derby  was   (in  com- 
pliment to    her  regal   son  and    his  off- 
spring)   a   strenuous   advocate    for   the 
omnipotence  of  male  authority.     To  the 
opinion  of  so  exalted  a  personage  lady 
Gilibert    rendered    implicit    obedience  ; 
and,  if  she  before  had  been  capable  of 
wavering,  she  would  now  have  been  per- 
fectly  convinced.      She,    therefore,   re- 
tailed   the  remarks  of  my   lady   Derby, 
with  the  addition  of  her  own  comments, 
for  the  edification  of  her  niece. 

Matilda 
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Matilda  seemed  a  patient  listener  to 
the  lengthened  tale  which  portrayed  the 
lady  Winifred  Evelyn,  in  her  veil  and 
wimple,  surrounded  bv  her  seven  sons, 
at  the  court  of  brave  king  Henry  the 
fifih  ;  and  which  depictured  that  good 
earl  who  bore  the  name  of  Philip,  and 
was  the  second  possessor  of  the  castle,  in 
the  act  of  bowing  to  Edward  the  third, 
t'ov  the  purpose  of  requesting  him  to 
name  the  baron  whom  he  should  wish  to 
be  united  to  the  only  daughter  of  tjie 
earldom.  To  these,  and  similar  parti-- 
culars  of  narration,  Matilda  appeared  to 
listen  patiently,  but  her  heart  and  all  its 
feelings  were,  in  fact,  far  distant  ;  and 
the  eye  was  void  of  animation  which 
rested  on  lady  Gilibert  while  she  spun 
her  long-drawn  legends. 

The  aunt   could  not  fail  to  perceive 
L  3  the 
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the  woeful  vacancy  of  Matilda's  countc- 
i^ancCj  and  the  pale  misery  which  stoocf 
expressed  on  her  cheek.  Lady  Gilibert 
had  the  tenderest  of  hearts,  when  pride 
and  prejudice  were  dormant.  She  was 
not  proof  against  the  appearance  of  so 
Inuch  sorrow  ;  and  her  voice  faltered, 
and  a  tear  rose  to  her  eye,  while  she 
pressed  Matilda's  hand  and  bade  her  be 
of  comfort  !  *'  I  came,  kind  niece/*  said 
she,  ''  to  request  your  com^pany  to  the 
entertainment  of  the  day.  Earl  Rowland 
and  his  friends  intend  to  revel  in  the  hall 
of  slate,  with  a  numerous  party  from  the 
lord  de  Clififord's  ;  but  your  look  would 
damp  tlie  mirth  of  their  board,  while 
merriment  must  strive  in  vain  to  banish 
the  real  sickness  of  your  heart.  Rest 
in  your  chamber  this  day.  Myself  will 
plead  your  excuse.     But  trespas's  not  o?i 

mv 
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sny  interference;  I  leave  you  to  solitude 
only  that  you  may  acquire  strength  to 
meet  society.*' 

So  saying,  she  imprinted  a  kiss  on  tht 
white  forehead  of  her  niece,  and  quitted 
the  apartment. 

Solitude  may  soothe  dejection,  or 
assuage  the  fever  of  impassioned  thought; 
but  where  is  the  murky  cavern  which  can 
lull  the  anguish  of  anxiety  ?  This  was 
the  thorn  which  rankled  in  Matilda's  bo- 
som, and  profound  midnight  wanted 
power  to  impart  quiet  to  her  reflections. 

Every  breath  of  wind  caused  her  to 
start ;  every  slight  noise  within  the  cas~ 
tie  seemed  an  omen,  of  deep  import- 
She  listened  to  all  ;  but  no  passing 
breath  of  wind,  no  light  step  along  the 
castle  galleries,  brought  comfort  to  her 
chamber;  for  nothing  mentioned  an 
L  4  absent 
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absent  husband^  except  her  own  distcirr- 
pered  fears. 

She  heard,  at  intervals,,  the  shouts  of 
iaiighter  in  the  great  hall,  or  the  strains 
of  minstrelsy,  borne  from  thence  by  the 
casual  gusts  of  wind  which  swept  through 
the  long  passages  of  the  castle  ;  and  she 

fancied  that  music  and  reveirv  had  never 

•J 

sounded  with  so  tuneless  an  emphasis. 

Wearied  by  the  confinement  of  her 
chamber,  while  her  thoughts  were  all 
abroad,  and  hope  and  fear  alternately 
propelling  her  to  action,  she  quitted  her 
room,  at  an  hour  which  was  not  likely 
to  produce  interruption,  and  walked, 
in  listless  and  uneven  steps,  along  the 
painted  gallery.  This  spot  contained 
the  memorials  of  many  a  painful  and  of 
many  a  soothing  moment.  She  con- 
templated the  fair  effigy  of  her  beloved 

mother; 
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mother ;  she  pressed  her  hand  to  her 
bosom^  and  bowed  in  lowly  reverence ; 
her  heart  was  full,  even  to  anguish  ;  but 
yet  no  tear  came  to  her  eye  as  she  gazed 
on  the  soft  features  of  the  lovely  enta- 
blature. 

Again  she  paced  the  gallery.  Several 
of  the  casements  were  open,  and  the  cool 
stream  of  the  evening  air  seemed  to 
allay  the  feverish  throbs  of  her  temple. 
The  sun  was  sinking,  in  saffron  majesty, 
amid  the  distant  hills  of  the  west.  The 
languor  of  the  season  forced  an  uncon- 
scious tear  down  her  cheek  ;  for  the  pen- 
siveness  of  nature  imparts  a  charm  of 
irresistible  iivfluence  to  all  affliction  in 
which  guilt  and  ambition  have  no  share. 
She  mu -mured  the  name  of  her  husband,^ 
and  listened,  with  a  thrill  of  pleasure,  to 
the  sound  of  the  word,  even  when  utter- 
1  5  ed 
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ed  by  her  own  lip,  in  anxiety  and  soli- 
tude. '"  Ah,  dear  Cuthbert  !*'  whispered 
she;  "would  that  this  pure  gale  could 
sweep  over  the  expanse  which  parts  us, 
and  waft  my  comforting  wishes,  while  it 
restored  the  bland  flush  of  health  to  your 
cheek  !  Oh,  flattering  pinions  !  faithless 
as  you  are  fleet  !  vain  is  the  aspiration. 
Flow  past,  each  breeze  !  /  am  content 
to  sink.  It  is  Cuthbcrt  that  needs  your 
mild  and  cherishing  support." 

She  waved  her  hand  as  she  spoke,  and 
left  the  window.  '*  Stay,  gentle  lady  !" 
said  a  voice  at  no  great  distance  ;  "  the 
humblest  of  your  suitors  ventures  to 
crave  so  small  a  favour  at  your  hands." 

She  turned,  in  confusion  and  dismay. 
It  was  sir  Everard  Anhault  who  stood  be- 
fore her  !  Her  first  sensations  prompted 
a  hasty  retreat ;  but  the  reflection  of  an 

instant 
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instant  forbade  the  attempt.  She  assumed 
an  attitude  of  dignity.  "  This  is  an  un- 
usual spot,  sir  knight/*  said  she,  "  for  a 
banquetter  to  approach.  I  had  imagined 
that  the  wishes  of  the  earl  retained, 
through  such  an  hour,  every  guest  at 
the  board  of  festivity.'* 

"  And  did  your  hopes  lead  you  to 
form  such  an  opinion,  lady  Matilda  ?" 
replied  sir  Everard.  "  Talk  not  of 
mirth  !  laughter  palsies  my  ear.  1  have 
learned  to  think  splendour  vapid,  and 
can  derive  joy  from  no  smile — save  that 
which  mantles  on  your  lip." 

Matilda  slightly  curtseyed ;  "  Fare- 
well, sir  Everard  !"  said  she.  *'  No 
doubt  the  wassalers  will  much  applaud 
those  graceful  flourishes  of  speech, 
which  are  quite  mis-spent  when  address- 
ed to  me.'* 

''  Stay, 
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"  Stay,  lady  !'*  said  he,  stepping  for- 
ward, and  endeavouring  to  take  her 
hand.  ''  My  lord  of  Waitham  excused 
your  absence  on  the  plea  of  illness,  and 
I  see,  indeed,  that  your  cheek  is  pale, 
your  eyes  devoid  of  lustre.  You  are 
ill !     Wherefore  comes  your  sickness?" 

His  lips  quivered  as  he  abruptly  pro- 
posed this  question  ;  his  whole  frame 
shook  with  passion  ;  and  his  eyes  seem- 
ed to  dart  fire. 

Matilda  turned  from  him,  with  disdain 
in  her  manner.  ''  Methinks,  sir  Everard 
Anhault  is  marvellously  bold!"  cried 
she;  "  or  is  it  the  custom  of  modern 
knightly  courtesy  to  indulge  in  such  " 
free  demands  ?" 

Sir  Everard  bit  his  lip,  with  an  ex^ 
pression  of  ferocious  agony,  that  terri- 
fied Matilda,  in  spite  of  the  self-command 

suggested 
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suggested  by  the  feelings  of  wedded  dig- 
nity. He  grasped  her  hand  with  such 
unconscious  earnestness  that  the  pressure 
occasioned  real  pain ;  while,  with  his 
other  clenched  palm^  he  furiously  smote 
his  forehead.  She  struggled  to  release 
her  hand,  and  the  emotion  she  betrayed 
dispersed  the  temporary  phrenzy  to 
which  he  was  subject.  He  fell  on  his 
knee,  but  still  retained  her  hand,  which 
he  now  gently  folded  between  both  his 
own.  It  was  with  difficulty  he  spoke, 
and  his  voice  was  low,  and  his  words  in- 
distinct. 

'*  Pardon,  dear  lady  !**  said  he  ;  ''  for- 
give, lovely  iVfatilda  !  the  despair  of  the 
man  who  adores  you.  You  had  been 
weeping — The  thought  of  him — what  am 
I  saying?  Oh!  one  tear  falling  down 
that    cheek,     in    pity    for    my    passion, 

would 
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would  be  more  precious  than  the  brighf> 
est  gem  that  ever  decked  monarch's 
crown  !" 

''  Rise,  sir  !"  cried  she;  ''  your  words 
and  manner  insult  and  affright  me.  Is  it 
thus  you  presume  on  the  hospitality 
of  your  entertainer  ?'* 

''  Inmates  will  presume,  gentle  lady  !*' 
said  sir  Everard,  with  a  smile  of  bitter  and 
speaking  satire,  ^'  when  beauty  like 
yours  is  the  temptation  \  But,  be  it 
known  to  the  fair  object  of  my  hope 
that  earl  Rowland  sanctions  my  advances. 
Sweet  lady,  relax  that  frown  1  Parental 
kindness  hallows  my  offer ;  a  father 
sanctifies  the  kiss  /  press  on  your  hand/* 

Matilda  now  insisted  on  sir  Everard 
quitting  her,  and  he  professed  his  readi- 
ness to  obey  her  most  minute  commands; 
but  still  he  forbore  to  go,  and  love  was 

the 
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the  theme  on  which  he  continued  to 
expatiate.  It  was  no  less  potent  an  in- 
centive than  jealous  passion  which  could 
shake  sir  Everard  from  the  cool  equani- 
mity of  art  which  he  usually  preserved. 
But  he  had  been  unable  to  withstand  the 
sight  of  Matilda's  pallid  cheek  and  grief- 
swollen  eye,  when  he  believed  ihese  to 
be  caused  by  solicitude  concerning  the 
fate  of  arivalj  and  regret  for  his  absence. 
He  had  not  failed  to  profit  by  the  hints 
contained  in  the  simple  speeches  of  old 
Martin,  the  tenant  of  the  wood-side  cot- 
tage. He  had,  in  disguise,  visited  the 
aged  huntsman,  and  had  acquired  all  the 
intelligence  which  Martin  had  it  in  his 
power  to  bestow ;  intelligence  which 
was  not  conveyed  without  the  addition 
of  various  conjectures,  and  many 
warm  wishes  for  the  ultimate  union   of 

Cuthbert 
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Cutlibert  and  the  heiress  of  earl  Row- 
land. 

Though  every  word  inflicted  the  agony 
of  a  da^^Gfer's  wound,  sirEverard  listened 
10  all  this  with  seeming  smiles  and  cor- 
diality of  assent  :  for  the  sii^^ht  of  Ma- 
tilda  alone  could  raise  such  a  tumult 
within  his  bosom  as  debarred  him  from 
biding  the  deep  malignity  which  corro- 
ded his  heart.  Like  the  adder,  he  could 
glitter  while  he  wounded.  One  passion 
alone  triumphed  over  all  the  craftiness  of 
his  circumspection,  and  rendered  him 
weak  and  open  where  he  would  wish  to 
exercise  the  greatest  depth  of  art. 

He  soon,  however,  regained  coolness^ 
and  dissimulation.  He  attributed  his 
unseemly  gust  of  passion  to  the  effect  of 
wine,  blended  with  the  despair  of  suc- 
ceeding in  his  suit  with  one  so  fair  and 

so 
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SO  transcendant  in  every  excellence  No 
practised  lover  could  be  more  soft^  more 
flattering,  or  more  humble. 

This  tenderness  was  more  afflictive  to 
Matilda  than  had  been  his  former  boister- 
ous assumptions;  and  she  burst  into 
tears,  and  besought  him,  if,  indeed,  he 
valued  her  welfare,  to  quit  for  ever  the 
prosecution  of  intentions  which  never 
could  meet  with  her  accordance 

He  snatched  these  minutes  to  endea 
vour  to  probe  her  heart,  and  to  learn  the 
extent  of  that  affection  with  which  he 
was  convinced  she  regarded  his  rival. 
But,  here,  even  simplicity  so  eniire  as  that 
of  Matilda  v.'as  unassailable.  It  was  the 
discretion  of  the  wife  that  resisted  his 
art,  and  danger  did  but  increase  the 
stren;^^th  of  this  barrier  to  his  wishes. 

Before  he  suffered  Matilda  to  depart, 

his 
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his  passion,  if  possible,  had  increased  in 
fervor;  but  Pvlatilda's  dislike  was  of  a 
less  mutable  texture.  It  was  the  repug- 
nance of  sentiment,  reared  on  the  base 
of  duty.  Feeling  had,  now,  only  a  small 
share  in  her  antipathy.  Concerning  sir 
Everard,  as  a  man,  she  thought  little  ; 
it  was  the  violator  of  a  husband's  claims, 
the  bold  aspirer  to  a  wedded  heart,  that 
she  regarded  with  abhorrence. 
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oi  **  fcilinor''  and  *'  rinc'rew  otuait,'"  b=en  found  to  have 
evaporate  I.  But  our  •uv'.gintrt  is  decidedly  given  in  favour 
ol  a  diied  contrarv  pofition  ;  i'ur  we  are  of  opinion,  tiiat  it 
•*  Falconbridge  Abbey"  lioes  uut  surj>;ifs,  it  s  c  rta;nly  in 
no  degree  infc-rior,  in  ihe  g;reai  points  ot  either  amufcinent  or 
inltiin^ioH;  to  either  of  her  former  pui>!ic  exertions. 

*'  T^w^  executiofi  does  :u!tict:  to  the(^i?/^;;pourtr?iyed  j  thecha- 
ra(5lcrs  arc,  in  g,eneral,  very  ftrongly  marke  !,  and  with  ir.any 
high  touches  of  the  pencil.  Laay  Falconbridge,  although  arigiJ 
nurahlt  and  a  itric^  diiciplinari,,n,  both  in  uiindaud  manners, 
has  all  the  humaniz  n g  venues  of  the  heart,  which  the  various 
occurrences  of  the  hilto:  y  tiiiely  draw  forth.  The  v.liole  of  the 
El  'erton  family,  wiiich  is  powerfully  delineated,  exhibit  in- 
Itauces  ot  the  temporary  siiccdi  of  almoft  every  f;  ecies  of  in- 
famy to  attain  the  obitcf  s  of  tiieii-  ambition  j  v.  h;cii,  tliough 
^ratifi-d,  u'timattly  ttrnunatts  to  their  confuhon,  anJ  ln;iecd 
cou^pltrte  de(tiU'5tion  ;  and  that  i:'.  a  :njnnt-r  alike  lavourabje 
to  morality  and  proba^iiiiy,  which  Hiould  ntver  b.-;  violated 
in  any  i.uiiatiou  of  hiilory,  for  iuch  may  be  deuwminarcd  a  wiiil- 
writtcn  novtl.  Sir  Henry  Falconbridge  is  a  co.rpound  of 
imbecility  and  gojdnefs  ot  heart,  his  bclt-iiireftcd  benevolence 
being  irequently  mixed  with  an  ahnolt  iniantme  wtaknels, 
from  a  cci  tain  conliitutional  langu  ;r  of  diipofition,  and  a  vv.int 
ot  n^ental  energy.      1  he  natural  Ion  of  mis  gentleman,  who 

comes 


New  Worlis,  tic  contirmtd. 


comes  Very  forward  in  the  rtory,  and  fecures  the  eftfem  and 
adniiraiion  ot  the  reader  by  a6lions  well  calciilaftd  to  com- 
iDand  jl,  is,  in  every  ieipe6l,  a  vtry  happily-drawn  C;iara6ter, 
evincing,  in  the  progrefs  of  the  action  of  the  ftory,  the  puieit 
generofjty  and  utniolt  biavery,  accornpanieil  by  the  molt  un« 
afTei^cd  senfibiiity  j  at  the  lame  time  that  he  is  a  rare  pattern 
of  filial  piety. 

«'  The  different  intereih  of  tliis  "  Devonfhire  Ta'e"  are  fo 
clofely  interwoven  with  each  other,  and  are  made  ib  fkiifiiliy 
to  connect,  that,  aUhongh  they  are,  how.  that  very  circum- 
ftance,  iTore  important  as  a  -ivhcle^  they  aie,  by  that  prcpjr- 
tion,  lefs  favourable  to  patjiial  extract.  We  (hall  therefore 
refer  our  readers,  with  a  good  confcience,  to  the  jieruiai  of  the 
woik  iifelf  j  after  obArving,  that  we  have  not  a  doubt,  to  ap* 
ply  her  own  wortis,  *'  the  public  en  majjj'e  will  liill  be  found 
candid  and  liberal  to  her  efforts  for  the  aiviuiemtnt  of  their  lei- 
lure  hours."  We  will  add,  alfo,  for  the  mJlruSiion  of  their 
mofi  serious  ones,'"'' 

Gentle-inari's  Maga-ZAne^  March,  2  8o9» 


THE  NUN  AND  HER  DAUGHTER, 

A    NOVEL. 

4  vols.  I8s«  sewed. 

«  The  Nun  and  her  Daughter  is  fuperior  to  nioft  puDlica- 
tions  ol  this  loi  t.  Tlje  ftory  is  told  in  a  manner  that  indicate* 
a  fertile  imagination,  and  excites  a  great  deal  of  intcrelt." 

Monthly  Lpitomet  May^  1805. 


CASTLE  OF  SANTA  FE. 

A    NOVEL, 

4  vols.  18s.  sewed. 

"  The  CalUe  of  Santa  Fe,  by  a  Clergyman's  Daughter,  is 
a  weli-writttn  novel  ^  the  ir.cidtms  aie  dignified,  and  not 
improbable,  the  chara6\ers  are  well  fuppcrted,  and  the  tcn- 
citncv  of  the  Itoiy  ismotaland  reiigjous." 

Monthly  Mag.  Sup.  July  1805. 
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